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BITCOIN BILLIONAIRE’S BABYSITTER 


Joshua: My business partner and his wife experience 
tragedy on vacation and suddenly I’m no longer their 
daughter's godfather...I'm her father, a single dad to 
seven-year-old Brianna. She’s an incredible little girl, but as 
an eternally single bachelor I'm in way over my head. Still 
coping, no one can seem to reach her anymore until an 
unexpected visit from the neighbor girl brings a smile to her 
face for the first time in months. | know immediately I’ve 
found my babysitter, and my gut tells me I’ve found a 
whole lot more. 


I've gone from rags to riches, making billions investing in 
Bitcoin, but the most important change in my life isn't the 
financial kind...it's the two new amazing girls in my life. 


Diana: My dad’s best friend is suddenly the single dad 
next door. Thanks to my poor genes | never thought I'd be 
able to have a child, but when | babysit Brianna for the first 
time my motherly instincts kick in and | realize there are 
different ways to become a mom. | haven't had a date in 
over a year and my doctor says I'll never have children, but 
suddenly I've got Mr. Right and his beautiful little daughter 
right on my doorstep. Do | have the courage to open up and 
let them in...and tell him what | know he won't want to hear? 


*Bitcoin Billionaire's Babysitter is an insta-everything 
standalone romance with an HEA, no cheating, no 
cliffhanger, and no math. :) 


CHAPTER 1 


Joshua 
“C9,” | say. 


Brianna’s head moves no more than an inch to the right and 
then an inch to the left, before settling back into its center 
position. It’s about as small of ahead movement as possible 
to signify a no, or a miss in this case. 


“Al,” she says, guessing the first peg on the board game 
called Battleship. 


“Hit!” | say. 


| try not to temper my enthusiasm, even though | know 
where this is going next. She won't follow up on the hit, 
instead opting to guess random coordinates across the 
board. We've been playing this game for weeks, and she 
still hasn’t sunk a single battleship of mine 


I’ve tried to play other games with her, but she always 
declines my invitation. This is the only game she wants to 
play, but for some reason she doesn’t want to win. 


Those baby blue eyes of hers refuse to reveal anything. She 
just stares at the arrangement of her own battleships in front 
of her. 


| know she’s not all here. Her mind’s wandering. The 
doctors said to give it time, but how much more time will it 
take? I’m here for her always, but | don’t know how much 
longer | can take seeing her like this. 


No enthusiasm. No excitement. No real participation. 


Sure, she'll slowly guess coordinates, taking her time in- 
between making me thing maybe, just maybe, this time 


she’s actually trying to play the game the way it’s meant to 
be... but she never is. 


How many months longer this will go on is anybody’s guess. 
We're already approaching half a year, and there have been 
no indications things will turn around for the better anytime 
soon. 


She’s the cutest kid ever, and used to be so full of life. I’m 
not much of a kid person, but even | enjoyed playing with 
her, but that’s back when | was the eternal bachelor. | could 
kick the soccer ball with her in the yard for thirty minutes 
while | talked business with her dad, but at some point | 
always knew in the back of my mind she’d be going home. 
Not anymore. Home is here now. 


A freak accident while her parents were away on vacation 
left me without a business partner and much more 
importantly, her without a father The blow was 
devastating. Not only to the business, which | was now 
forced to sell, but also to this poor child, a child who seemed 
to want nothing to do with me no matter how hard | tried. 


Whatever she wanted, she knew all she had to do was name 
it and I’d get it for her or do it for her Order her favorite 
pizza? I’ve got the numbers on speed dial. A trip to the 
amusement park? She doesn’t want to go. Watch Disney 
movies? | bought the entire collection, but the minute | play 
one on the TV, she always manages to slide out and into 
another room... where she can be alone again. 


The one thing | want to give her is the one thing | can’t. Her 
parents back. We've both been in shock since we got the 
call from the foreign police. How in the world did they wind 
up inside that bank in Rio to exchange money at the exact 
moment those criminals decided to rob it? 


The moment Brianna’s surviving relatives and | sat down 
with her to explain what happened, and where we try and go 
from here, she completely tuned out. We were attempting to 
put the pieces back together, but there was no question 
there were a million of them, broken and still scattered 
across the floor But this wasn’t a vase, or a glass, which can 
easily be replaced. This is a little girl’s life A little girl who 
was now under the care of a man who knew nothing about 
kids, let alone how to raise one... and a girl at that. 


But | was going to do it no matter what | had to do, or how 
long | had to wait until she was ready to talk. | took my oath 
of becoming her godfather seriously, just as much as | now 
did fulfilling that promise | made to her and her parents. 


| met with her teachers twice a week. Read stories to her 
before bed. Learned how to cook us healthy meals. Asked 
all my friends and family for tips on how | take care of a little 
girl...and that was in addition to devouring every book on 
parenting that | could find. 


What to Expect When You're Expecting? That’s the thing... 
this was never expected. Not by either of us. But here we 
are, and I’m determined to do everything | can for Brianna. 


Ding-dong. 


Speaking of unexpected. Why is the doorbell ringing? It’s 
after dark on a Friday evening. All my old buddies are 
probably ready for a night out to start their weekends off, or 
at home with their wives. Brianna hasn’t had a play date or 
spent any time with any of her friends since the accident, so 
it’s unlikely to be someone from school. 


“One second. Let me check and see who’s here,” | say. 


It takes me a second to stand up. Even after a few months, 
I’m still not used to sitting on the floor, cross-legged. I’m too 


big to be doing that, but I'll do whatever it takes in this 
case. | want to adapt to her world, not to force her to adapt 
to mine any more than she’s already had to. 


| look through the peephole and see a familiar face. At least 
| think it’s familiar. 


“Hey!” she says, as | swing the door open. 


“Heyyyy,” | say, unintentionally drawing the word out as my 
mouth hangs open a little too long. 


When did she grow up? 


Last time | saw Diana, the neighbor girl, was at her high 
school graduation...and | barely saw her then. | spent most 
of the afternoon in their back yard barbecuing, drinking 
beers, and talking about sports. 


She looked a /ot different back then. | mean...sure...she had 
that same naturally beautiful dark hair, but she was just a 
kid. Not anymore. Not...at..all. That innocent little girl was 
a beautiful young woman now. Is that makeup | see? 
There’s some color on her eyelids, and it looks like her 
eyebrows are thinner now. I have to say she was always a 
cute kid, but those days are long gone. She is absolutely 
stunning. A woman, as the rising tip of my cock in my 501s 
is reminding me at the most inconvenient of times. 


“You... look... different,” | manage to spit out as she looks up 
at me with those brown eyes and that youthful exuberance. 


“Freshman fifteen,” she says, as she smiles. 


Her mouth looks...bigger? | glance at her lips and wonder if 
it’s the lipstick playing tricks on me. I’ve never seen her 
looking like this before. She was always just the kid next 
door | saw her all the time and never thought anything of 
it. | was over at her house hanging out with her dad so 


much I practically lived there. We’ve been best friends since 
we were kids. 


But her 


Of course | would never look at my buddy’s kid that way, but 
she’s not a kid anymore. Not even close. She has 
completely filled out and looks like an entirely different 
person. 


She’s not the skinny girl in jeans and a t-shirt with a logo 
from one of her favorite bands. Not anymore. She’s got on 
slacks and heels and a white tank top...that’s cut a little too 
low. Good god! | try not to let my eyes wander, but it’s too 
late. | catch myself and hope I wasn’t out of line. | want to 
burn that image of her into my memory. | Know I’m going to 
be seeing it again when | lie down to sleep tonight. 


The way she crosses her legs at her ankles, shifting her 
weight onto one hip. The way she rises up on her tiptoes. 
The way she cocks her head to the side showing me that 
beautiful neck of hers. That cute little face she’s making 
where she scrunches her face together like she’s got 
something to tell me, but she’s too embarrassed to ask. 


“You look perfect,” | blurt out. 
“Thanks,” she says. 

“| mean, it looks perfect.” 
“qt?” 


“The weight.” Oh my god! What am I saying? “I mean you 
were kind of skinny as a kid, and whatever changes took 
place with your body suit you really well.” Oh my god. | am 
making this worse! What | really want to say is the changes 
to her body are suiting me really well! 


“Thanks,” she grins. “I’m glad. | wasn’t sure if you’d notice 
or what you'd think.” 


Wasn't sure if I’d notice? What about that low cut top, which 
| swear if it was a half an inch lower it wouldn’t be able to 
contain her large, beautiful breasts? Did she even have 
boobs when she went off to college? She must have been... 
what...an A cup back then? | can’t believe I’m even having 
these thoughts right now And | also can’t believe she 
developed into a full C, at least, since she’s been gone. | 
mean, don’t girls do all their growing in middle school and 
high school? 


“| noticed all right,” | say, before | can take back the words. | 
have no filter right now. I’m still in shock from the sight of 
this absolutely gorgeous young woman. 


“And | hope you don’t mind, but / noticed that Brianna’s 
living over here now.” 


“| don’t mind at all that you noticed. And you're right. She’s 
been here for a while. I’m her dad now, or at least trying my 
best and pretending to be until | figure this all out.” 


“| heard, and I’m really, really sorry about what happened.” 


“Thank you,” I say. I’m still not really sure how to respond 
when people tell me that so I’ve just opted for the simplest 
reply possible. 


“So...” she says. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything, but | 
bought waaay too much candy for Halloween. | guess I’m 
not as popular in the neighborhood as I thought. Now I’ve 
got a bunch left over and there’s no way | can eat it all, and | 
probably shouldn’t anyways. | was just wondering if Brianna 
might like some?” 


Now for the tricky part. 


Do | just accept the candy and say thank you, knowing that 
Brianna’s barely talking to me, let alone strangers? Ordo | 
bring Diana inside and let her give the candy to Brianna 
herself, and run the risk of her seeing a child who’s still 
struggling greatly with the loss of her parents? 


Like so many things in life it turns out the decision was out 
of my control. 


“Hi Brianna,” Diana says. 


| turn and see Brianna standing about ten feet behind me. 
She’s watching us, but not saying a thing. 


Her tiny little hand raises from her side and she offers a 
small wave to Diana. 


“| think she might,” | say. 
“May | come in?” Diana says. 


| turn my body sideways and extend my arm as if to say, 
right this way. 


Diana enters the house and makes her way slowly to 
Brianna. 


“I have some extra Halloween candy and thought you might 
like some,” she says. 


Brianna is as still as a statue. This isn’t going well. 


Diana crouches down, leans in, and whispers something in 
her ear It’s too quiet for me to hear. 


Diana leans back away from Brianna and suddenly the sides 
of her mouth start to move and | see the beginnings of an 
actual smile. It’s small, but it’s a start. 


Brianna’s smile grows a little before she seems to catch 
herself and her face returns to its normal stoic state. 


Diana leans in again and whispers into Brianna’s ear a 
second time. 


This time there’s no holding back. Brianna lets loose a big, 
full smile. Diana did in less than thirty seconds what | 
couldn’t do in months. 


Diana reaches out her hand offering the bag of candy to 
Brianna. 


Brianna takes the candy. 


Diana comes out of her crouch before bounding back 
towards the doorway, where l'm still standing in complete 
shock. 


“Thanks, Joshua. And sorry for coming over uninvited and 
unannounced.” 


“No problem at all. Really,” I say 


If | had known Diana could bring out a smile in Brianna | 
would have asked her over from day one. 


“Okay. | better get going. See you around,” Diana says as 
she turns and walks down my front steps, turning at the last 
second to look back and offer me a wave. 


I’m so stunned | can barely raise my hand to return her 
gesture. 


And as much as l'm blown away by what just happened in 
my house, I’m also blown away by what I see when Diana is 
walking away. 


The girl has got curves! 


| noticed when she was standing in front of me, but now that 
she’s walking away and can’t see me | can stare 
unapologetically. 


Wow, what a body. 


| can’t stop thinking about what she just did for Brianna, but 
| know tonight it’s Diana herself that | won’t be able to get 
out of my mind. Nor will | want to. 


CHAPTER 2 


Diana 


| lay in bed staring up at the ceiling replaying the events of 
this evening in my mind again. 


Brianna was sooo cute! She even reminded me of myself 
when I was her age. 


And Joshua. What happened there? 


Last | remember he was on his way to dad body, without 
even being a dad. But that’s definitely not the case 
anymore. He is a dad and he’s ripped! He must have hired 
a personal trainer, or a chef, or something because he looks 
like he could be a movie star right now. Jason Statham look 
out! But Joshua comes with hair Bald can definitely be 
beautiful, but Joshua and his full head of hair and all those 
muscles is what | really want right now. 


And his body isn’t the only thing he’s transformed. 


That place of his used to look like a fraternity house. Not 
anymore. When in the world did he put in those marble 
floors and that teak furniture? | couldn’t tell if | was in a 
world-class hotel, or in a simple Bali home. The contrast 
between sophistication and simplicity was breathtaking. 


Did he do that himself, or did he hire an interior designer? 
So much has changed since | went off to college. 


And it’s not just the things and people around me. l'Il soon 
find out if it’s also me. 


My doctor’s visit earlier today has me feeling anxious. | 
have to wait a few days for the lab tests to come back. It’s 
going to be a grueling wait, and | need to get my mind off 


it. It certainly doesn’t help that | still haven’t landed a job 
and will have time on my hands. And when there’s time on 
my hands thoughts of how bad this might really be can 
slowly creep into my mind. That’s the last thing | need right 
now. 


What I really need is another look at Joshua. 


All these years and he was just the guy next door The guy 
my dad ran off with to go fishing, play basketball, or any and 
all of the other things that guys do. | saw him around the 
house from time-to-time, but never looking like he did today. 


Is it really true that men get better with age? 


| noticed my dad has slipped a bit since when | left for 
college, but Joshua has definitely headed in the opposite 
direction. Better body. Better taste. And what a darling 
Brianna is. 


| heard about the circumstances, and they are absolutely 
heartbreaking. | just want to go over there and hug that 
little girl with everything I’ve got, and never let go. 


| can’t even imagine what she’s going through. And she 
doesn’t even have a feminine presence in her life there by 
her side to fight this huge challenge life has thrown at her. 


| try not to cry, and roll over onto my side. 


If the doctor gives me bad news, Brianna won't be the only 
one fighting a battle while only surrounded by the presence 
of men. 


| cross my fingers and whisper to myself that everything will 
be all right. 


| feel better already and my thoughts turn back to Joshua. 


| have to know what’s gotten into him lately..why has he 
seemingly upgraded every part of his life. 


Is there something | don’t know about? 
And is there someone | don’t know about? 
Maybe he’s met someone and she had a hand in it all. 


Probably, | tell myself. | don’t want to get my hopes up that 
a guy like him might actually be single. 


Not that he’d have an interest in me, in my current state. 


CHAPTER 3 


Joshua 


| pat my face down and hang the towel over the top of the 
door. | flip off the light and lay down in bed flat on my back, 
but | know | won’t be going to sleep anytime soon. 


| finally have someone who might be interested in buying 
the business, but they’re on a very tight timeline. They’re 
flying into town and can only meet tomorrow evening. 


In my world anonymity is of the utmost importance, but the 
potential buyer wants a face-to-face. | could detect a 
Japanese accent on the phone, and based on the times he 
was interested in meeting | think he’s flying in from Tokyo. 
All the times he asked for were within two hours of the 
landing times of the flights from Tokyo to LAX. It’s a solid 
hour plus drive to where | live, far away from the glitz and 
glamour of Hollywood, but close enough to enjoy it when | 
want to. 


| prefer my privacy, so I’ve got the best of all worlds. 


But when I think of privacy, all | can think about right now is 
what Diana might have whispered into Brianna’s ear. 


What did she say that changed her so quickly? How did she 
get her to smile like it was the easiest thing in the world, 
when I’ve been striking out left and right since day one? 


Maybe she’s just good with kids. 


No, it can’t be that. Even if | really am that bad with 
children, at some point I’d get out of my own way and Say or 
do something that would resonate with Brianna. 


But nothing. Nothing from me at least. This evening was all 
Diana. 


It was like they had a natural bond, an instant connection. 
My mind wanders back to tomorrow night’s meeting. 


There’s no way | can take Brianna. There are hundreds of 
millions of dollars on the line here, and if the buyer goes all 
in we’re talking a couple billion. Billion with a b. Plus, what 
little | know about Japanese culture tells me that you just 
can’t conduct business this way. Presentation is very 
important and if his first impression of me is showing up with 
a kid in tow, what does that say about how serious | respect 
his taking the time to meet with me? 


He'll just perceive that I’m too lazy to get a babysitter or 
something fishy is up. How can someone who planned 
ahead so far and bought Bitcoin when it wasn’t popular, not 
have the foresight or resources to hire a babysitter for the 
evening? 


This is business. He won’t want to hear a sob story, nor do | 
plan on giving him one. 


But what about Brianna? She’s not ready to be left with 
someone she doesn’t know. She might not be ready to be 
left with anyone, for that matter. 


But the way she took to Diana today. It was unbelievable 
The way Diana connected with her so quickly blew me away. 
And that’s not the only thing. 


| knew | wouldn’t be able to get that image of her from 
behind out of my mind, and I’m right. I roll over on my side 
and stare at the wall. 


The way she swung her hips. That low cut top she had on... 
the one my eyes were fighting a battle with, trying to stay 


focused on her eyes and not her... well... other assets. 


And what beautiful brown eyes she has. When I was 
speaking with her, even thought it was brief, | could just feel 
her presence. How she’s so there. No distractions. No eyes 
wandering to a cell phone, or checking out the walls of my 
house or anything other than me. She’s really in the 
moment, and that’s not something you see often these days. 


| still haven’t adapted to this youth culture yet, and 
probably never will. When someone says, “One second, | 
have to check something on my phone,” it drives me crazy. 
A few times is okay, but it just seems so constant now. And 
it’s not like my previous dates had something better to do 
than to be out with me. They were taking selfies with me, 
and calling me when we weren't together And I never let 
them in on my business. | want a woman who wants me for 
me, not my money. I have to know her intentions are pure 
and true, and only after that do I really open up and spoil 
her like | can. 


I’ve been fortunate in my life, and | want nothing more than 
to share that with someone. Not anyone. Someone... 
someone special..very, very special. 


I’ve known Diana her entire life, or at least known her from a 
distance. She’s a good girl. Her parents raised her right. 

It’s really a pity her mom can’t see her now. Cancer took her 
way too young, when Diana was in high school. | gave all 
the support | could to her father, but in that moment he 
really just needed to be with his daughter. They needed 
each other more than ever. 


| don’t want to connect dots that aren’t there, but maybe 
that’s it. Maybe Diana can relate to Brianna because they’ve 
both lost their mothers. | don’t know... maybe it’s me 

looking for a link that doesn’t exist. 


I’ve got a lot on my plate right now, and suddenly Diana 
comes into my life, as an adult, and | can’t stop thinking 
about her. It’s only been since this evening but there’s just 
something in my gut feeling about this that tells me she’s 
special. 


But | have to focus right now, no matter how hard it is. 


| have to figure out how to handle this meeting. It’s not just 
forme. It’s for Brianna. With the sale of the business 
Brianna will be set for life. l'II follow her parent’s wishes and 
put her money in a trust. She won’t know anything about it, 
as her parents wished. She just needs to be a kid now, but it 
will be nice to know that she'll never have to work a day in 
her life, if she doesn’t want to. 


But if she’s anything like her dad, she'll want to work. She'll 
be ambitious, curious, and will want to use that money to 
build something...to fulfill her own dreams. | can’t wait to 
see what those are. 


But first | have to come up with a plan to make this all work. 


CHAPTER 4 


Diana 
The next morning 
“Diana. Are you awake?” 


| set my Job Interview Prep book on my comforter, next to 
my paper and pen. I’ve been writing out answers to the 
practice interview questions since six this morning. | could 
barely sleep so | decided | might as well do something 
productive. 


| slide out of bed and open my door. 
“Up here, da—“ 


| look down into our living room and there sits my dad, 
with...Joshua. 


He’s looking just as incredible as yesterday, maybe even a 
bit better actually. 


From my view from above | can really see just how wide his 
shoulders are. 


When he sees me he stands like a gentleman, and it’s like 
those shoulders of his are coming right up at me. He’s so 
tall. 


His body is angled, and | can see the perfect V-shape he’s 
sporting. Somehow those massive shoulders taper down 
into what looks like a trim, 32ish inch waist. How is he so fit, 
especially for a man who’s a tad over 40? 


And why am | looking at him the way | am? 


He’s my dad’s age, for crying out loud. | couldn’t imagine 
one of my friends dropping by and checking out my dad. 


Gross! Then again, most of my friends are back in Boston. 
They got jobs in the city right away after we graduated. | 
thought it would be good to job-hunt here back in Southern 
California. So much for that idea. 


Now the interview season is over at college. No recruiter 
visits until the end of next semester. I’m stuck finding 
something here or waiting it out and trying next semester, 
all the way back in Boston. 


But what I’ve found right now might just be a whole lot 
better, and | can’t take my eyes off him. He’s looking up at 
me, and our eyes are locked again. It’s just like yesterday. | 
like how he makes me feel like the center of the universe, 
just from his look. 


The boys in school didn’t pay me much attention, and when 
they did it usually felt like my presence was barely 
registering. Their eyes seemed to always be darting 
around. They were either constantly looking over my 
shoulder or focused on their cell phone screens. Their eyes 
seemed to look at anything other than mine. With as much 
as they looked past me, | started to wonder if someone was 
behind me about to play a joke, or maybe some celebrity 
was back there. They never seemed to focus on me. | 
guess it’s just a byproduct of growing up in the age of 
Tinder Just keep swiping until you find what you want, even 
if it’s only for an hour, or less, of the physical. Not for me. 
No thanks. 


| want something real. Something lasting. And maybe 
that’s been my problem all along. | was surrounded by boys, 
when I really needed a man. And Joshua is definitely a man. 


Tall, dark, and handsome? Check. 


Responsible? Check. 


Ambitious? Check 


Good with kids? Half-check. | know he’s trying, but I think 
he just needs a little help. A woman’s touch. 


“Joshua wants to talk to you for a second,” my dad says. 
“Okay. l'Il be right down. One second.” 

| run back into my room and try to slow down my breathing. 
What is he doing here? 

Joshua has never just dropped by...to talk to me. 


Why does this feel so formal? | mean he and my dad are 
sitting in the living room like he’s asking for my hand in 
marriage. 


| laugh so hard | almost snort, and then laugh again at my 
first laugh. 


| step in front of the mirror, and run my hands through my 
hair, freshening it up a bit so it doesn’t look so flat. 


| pucker up and put on some lip balm. It’s glossy, but not 
overkill. | can’t really put on a ruby red lipstick to go with 
my lounging clothes. 


Thank goodness | took a shower already. After a mostly 
sleepless night | thought it might help me relax, and maybe 
even squeeze in a much needed hour of rest this morning, 
but it only served to freshen me up even more. 


| throw on a more presentable shirt and then push up my bra 
a bit and make sure the girls are in place. Too much, and my 
dad will be all over me when Joshua leaves. Too little, and 
Joshua might still see me as the flat chested little neighbor 
girl. It’s a delicate balance. 


| spray a small bit of perfume on my wrist and then rub my 
wrists together before touching my wrists to the side of my 
neck. 


“This isn’t a date,” | say under my breath. But why does it 
suddenly feel like one? 


I’m walking a fine line between looking presentable and 
overdoing it, so | stop, take a deep breath and turn towards 
the door. 


Go time. 


| step out into the hallway and Joshua stands again. My dad 
is looking up at me, and then turns to look at Joshua. He 
gives him a curious look, and | must say Joshua does look a 
little eager | can’t complain one bit though. | can’t 
remember the last time a guy really seemed excited to see 
me, and not just because he wanted help with his 
homework, to borrow some money, or some other self- 
serving interest. 


“Good morning, Diana,” he says. 


| must not have noticed it yesterday. | was too taken aback 
by the sight of him, and the sight of Brianna standing there 
behind him. Today those raspy notes his voice is hitting are 
front and center. 


He sounds like he was up all night too. 

Did he have a date? 

Was he playing more games with Brianna? 
Was he thinking of me? 


| push the crazy talk back in my mind and focus on what | 
can control... making a good impression. 


“Good morning, Joshua. How’s Brianna?” 


“She’s good. Thanks. Actually she’s the reason | came over 
this morning.” 


Oh no. Did | do something wrong yesterday? 
Do | even admit | was at his house yesterday? 
What will my dad think if he finds out? 


| mean it was innocent. | just went over to give a child some 
candy. | wasn’t expecting to find a hunk...the same guy I’ve 
known forever, but never in this way. 


“Oh. Okay,” | say as | stand there facing him. 


When I spoke with him yesterday he was inside and | was on 
the front step, a bit lower. | only walked past him to get to 
Brianna. 


Not today. We're face-to-face, squared up. He dwarfs me... 
makes me feel so small. Suddenly my nervousness if 
replaced with a feeling of safety and security. He’s just so 
much bigger and stronger than me. | must be light asa 
feather to him, if he were to scoop me up in those big arms 
of his. Well, maybe not a feather, but | can certainly wish 
can't I? 


“I have somewhere | need to be tonight, and | was hoping 
you might be able to watch her for a few hours.” 


“Brianna?” | say. | want to slap myself. Of course Brianna. 
Who else would it be? | just feel a bit dreamy in Joshua’s 
presence, and it’s causing me to ask obvious questions. Pull 
yourself together, Diana. 


“Yes, | already spoke with her and she excited to spend time 
with you.” 


“Excited?” 


One side of his lip moves upward into a smirk... god he’s so 
sexy right now. 


“Yes, but I’m not sure if she’s excited to get some time away 
from me, or to be spending it with someone of the same sex. 
Regardless it’s a win either way for her, and it would bea 
huge victory for me.” 


“| already told him you don’t babysit anymore,” my dad 
says. “He insisted.” 


“Your dad told me your last few attempts at babysitting 
didn’t turn out so well, but | promise Brianna won't try and 
light anything on fire, or sneak up on you and cut your hair 
with scissors. She’s very calm and respectful, especially for 
her age. 


| think back about how | promised myself I’d never even 
consider making an attempt to babysit again. 


Not only did | promise myself, but | also told my dad. 


Once | make a decision | stick with it, and my dad knows it 
too. | can only imagine how much effort Joshua must have 
put in just to get my dad to call me downstairs. My dad 
knows l'Il say no. 


And in any other case he’d be right. 
“I'd love to,” | say. 


| see my dad’s eyebrow raise out of the corner of my eye, 
and | know I’m going to have some explaining to do. 


CHAPTER 5 


Joshua 


| turn the stereo knob, and the music kicks even louder 
through the speakers. Take Me Home Tonight , by Eddie 
Money plays inside my car at a volume much too loud to be 
considered safe for my ears. That’s exactly how | feel right 
now... like money. About two billion dollars worth. 


The meeting went better than | could have imagined. | 
quickly found out why the gentleman wanted a face-to-face. 
He was none other than the legendary Satoshi Nakamoto, 
the original creator of Bitcoin. He, or at least the face of the 
group if rumors were correct, wanted to buy all my computer 
hardware and my Bitcoin. Two billion for the entire thing. 
Okay, two point one billion to be precise, but what’s a 
hundred million between new friends? 


Brianna was going to be set for life. Me too. Everything | 
ever wanted would now be within reach. Not that | wanted 
much though, and the things I always wanted were the 
things you couldn’t put a price tag on. Honesty. 
Commitment. Loyalty. All three both given and received. 
And of course the woman of my dreams. 


Although extremely rare, the first three could be traits of 
anyone, a man or a woman. The last could only be one. By 
definition there’s only one woman of my dreams, and up to 
this point I'd never met her. Not even close. 


I'd never admit to it, but I’m a romantic at heart. It’s just 
that being as old as! am, I’ve tempered my thoughts about 
it. But I haven’t given up. | never met Miss Right, and was 
starting to think it wasn’t in the cards for me. 


Truth be told | didn’t think much about it at all anymore. | 
was already a hair over 40, and now | had a different kind of 
woman in my life. A young girl to watch over and raise as 
my own. 


But ever since Diana rang on that bell yesterday, things 
have been totally different. 


Months and months of trying to connect with Brianna and | 
couldn’t succeed. Diana reached her on a level | couldn’t, 
and only in a matter of seconds. 


And Diana’s magic touch didn’t end there. Brianna seemed 
happier today, especially when | told her Diana would be 
spending some time with her tonight. 


And if that wasn’t enough, now | have an agreement to 
complete the sale of the company and my Bitcoin. Just 
another thing that I’d been working on, without much luck, 
until suddenly Diana walked into my life. 


Was she my good luck charm? | believe more in hard work 
than luck, but the saying is true..sometimes it’s better to be 
lucky. 


Diana texted me about thirty minutes into watching Brianna 
and told me everything was going great. 


| thought to check up on them after I finished the meeting, 
but it would only take me ten minutes to get home. I'd 
rather save my enthusiasm for the face-to-face, than to give 
the good news over the phone. Call me old-fashioned, but 
nothing beats the enjoyment of sharing good news the good 
ol’ way...in the flesh. 


| was out of the car almost before | had it stopped. A couple 
seconds later and I’m on my doorstep, turning the key. 


“Hey girls!” 


| lock the door behind me and put the keys in the bowl on 
the table. 


“l'm home.” 
Nothing. That’s strange. Did they fall asleep already? 


My enthusiasm carries me right into the living room at 
breakneck speeds, expecting to find them curled up on the 
couch watching a movie in the dark. 


Nope. 

| run upstairs and knock on Brianna’s door. 
Nothing. 

I’m concerned, and | don’t like this one bit. 


| call Diana’s number and it rings, and rings, and rings. No 
answer 


| feel my temperature rise and my hair stand on end. 


Where are my girls? 


CHAPTER 6 


Diana 
“One second, Brianna,” | say. | get up and look at my phone. 
One missed call from Joshua. 
| hit redial and he picks up before it even rings. 
“Where are you?” 
“Hi Joshua.” 
“Is everything okay? What happened?” 


“Sorry. | was going to call you earlier, but | didn’t want to 
interrupt your meeting. We're over at my place.” 


“Is Brianna okay?” 
“She’s more than okay. Right Brianna?” 


“You mean Princess Brianna?” she says, and | know Joshua 
can hear it. 


“I'll be right over” 


| run downstairs. Joshua is already at the door, just as | open 
it. 


“What happened? Where’s Brianna?” 
“She’s upstairs in my room.” 


Joshua runs up the stairs, taking two at atime. At first | feel 
like I’ve let him down, but I know everything will be okay 
once he gets the full story. 


What I like the most is how concerned he is about Brianna. 
Besides my dad | don’t know anyone who’s that concerned 


about my welfare. Brianna definitely experienced tragedy, 
but if | had to pick someone to step up to the plate and try 
and do everything they can for that little girl it would 
definitely be Joshua. 


It melts my heart how committed he is to her. I think witha 
little help in areas Joshua might not be familiar with, Brianna 
could be on her way to moving forward with her life. | 
wouldn’t ever expect her to move on... you only have one 
mom and dad, but with a little yen to balance out the yang, | 
think she could come to see her future can be bright. 


And just as much as I think Brianna needs that help, it’s 
Joshua that needs the help first so that it can carry thorough 
to Brianna. I’m not saying I’m the one that has to be there 
to provide the feminine touch, and someone Brianna can 
talk to about girl issues, but I’m also not saying that it 
couldn’t be me. At least for now. If that’s what Brianna and 
Joshua want. 


| grab some chocolate chip cookies and milk from the 
kitchen and set them on a serving tray. | make my way up 
the stairs and see the most precious sight. Joshua is 
combing Brianna’s hair with a Hello Kitty brush. 


“Can | offer you a seat?” | ask. 

Joshua looks down at the tiny chairs and smiled. 

“Can we stack about three of those?” 

| laugh so hard | almost drop the serving tray. 

“I can get you a bigger—“ 

“It’s okay,” he says. “I want to fit in. l'II make it work.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“| won't put any weight on it. It will be a good leg workout. 
l'II see how long | can hold a squat position.” 


| smile at his commitment to joining our little party. 


“And then we made cookies,” Brianna says. “And then we 
came upstairs and | put on makeup and a princess crown, 
and Diana made me a princess.” 


“You already were a princess, honey,” | say. “And don’t 
forget that it’s called a tiara. Remember? It’s your alter 
ego. Brianna Tiara.” 


“Right, and from now on I’m Brianna Tiara, Joshua.” 


“Okay, Brianna Tiara. Is that all the time or just during 
playtime?” 


“Bill St. Pierre says the world is a stage, so it’s always 
playtime.” 


“Bill St. Pierre?” Joshua says. 


| cup one hand to the side of my mouth and whisper loudly. 
“William Shakespeare was a little much to remember and 
pronounce, so we kind of gave him a nickname too.” 


“| see,” Joshua says. He shakes his head side-to-side, but 
can’t contain his laughter. He laughs a good three or four 
seconds with his head facing the carpet before looking back 
up at me. “Is there anything you two didn’t do tonight?” 


“Well, there is one thing that needs some work.” 
“Which is?” 


“I asked her who the prince would be who came in and 
rescued her from the dragon.” 


“And?” Josh asks as his face shows his anticipation for the 
answer. 


“She said, and | quote, boys are icky. She said she doesn’t 
need any boy to save her from the dragon. She can do it 
herself” 


“Atta girl!” Joshua says. 


Joshua has show me so much commitment to Brianna 
already, but nothing speaks louder than knowing this big 
strong man is in her corner, for life, cheering her on and 
showing her she can do it. She can be anything she wants 
to be and do anything she sets her mind to, and even some 
things she might not think she can. And it’s all because she 
has the love, support, and positive encouragement from 
Joshua. He’s going to build her self-esteem and ensure she 
feels good about herself for as long into he future as | can 
imagine. What an amazing man for a little girl to have in 
her life. 


It’s so beautiful it makes me want to have him in my life too. 


My emotions are running wild right now I’m so attracted to 
Joshua that | just want to jump into his arms and feel the 
same kind of security. 


| laugh a little bit. 
“What’s so funny?” 


Truth be told | imagined jumping into Joshua’s arms as he 
hovered over that tiny chair I’m sure if he caught me it 
would send us both tumbling to the ground, and I’m sure 
we'd both be rolling on the floor laughing. Not ROTFL the 
expression, but the real thing. The thing we really want. To 
feel those magical life moments, and as much as | know that 
would be the case | have to restrain myself, for now at least. 


“You're not going to tell me?” Joshua asks. 


“Sorry. | was just thinking about... boys being icky.” 


“They are. She’s not dating until she’s married.” 
| laugh again. 

“You don’t think boys are icky?” Joshua jokes. 
“Well... not all boys.” 

“Do you have a boyfriend?” 

“Um...well...that was direct.” 


“Sorry. | thought it went with the conversation. And | was 
just wondering...” 


Wondering what? Wondering if | had a boyfriend? 
Wondering about us? Wondering about the global import 
tariffs on Japanese Matcha Tea? 


“Yeah, | wonder sometimes too.” What am I saying? 
“About?” 
a Stuff.” 


“Me too. It’s normal,” he says. Clearly our conversation isn’t 
normal, and | like it. We're like two teenagers at a high 
school dance playing a cat-and-mouse game trying to figure 
out what the other thinks without revealing what we think 
first. 


| grab one of the chairs and swing it around, sitting down 
next to Brianna. Josh is just inches from me, and | can feel 
the heat from his body. | can smell his scent. It’s musky. 
Part cologne and part natural. A mix that couldn’t be 
duplicated in a million years. 


| feel the tension in the room, and as much as I want to 
break it in a way that’s not really appropriate with Brianna 
right there, I’m just about to. 


But I can’t. I have to contain myself. 


“Let me help you,” I say. | grab a handful of Brianna’s hair 
and comb it out straight, but I’ve moved too fast causing her 
tiara to fall back. 


| reach for it, and just as | grab it | feel Joshua’s hand over 
the top of mine. 


His hand feels almost twice as big as mine, but mine must 
be taking up the same amount of space as his right now 
because it’s trembling so much. 


“Are you Okay?” Joshua asks. 
“Yeah, | just...didn’t want the tiara to drop.” 


“We caught it. Together,” he says, with his hand still resting 
over the top of mine. 


He hasn’t moved it an inch, but my shaking has slowed 
down quite a bit, as the tension has moved from my hand to 
my chest. | can feel my heart pounding inside my chest. 
He’s got me and he’s got me good. 


Brianna is faced away from both of us, as she plays with two 
dolls, one in each hand. His gaze moves from my eyes to my 
lips, and | feel the butterflies flutter and my lady bits do 
things they shouldn’t right now. 


| want him to kiss me, just as much as | Know he wants to. 
We just both know it’s so wrong...So, SO, wrong. 


Brianna’s right here. We’ve got our hands touching her hair 
for Pete’s sake. 


And if that wasn’t enough he’s my neighbor, a lot older, and 
my dad’s best friend. 


And right now | don’t even care about that. 


All | see is an amazing man that | want unlike any man, or 
thing, I’ve ever wanted so much in my entire life. 


Him. He’s the one. They say you know when it’s the one. 
He is the one. 


His head moves an inch towards mine. My eyes start to 
close. The last things | see are his lips. 


Boing! 


The door swings open and hits the door stop that’s attached 
to one of those cylinder Slinky type things. 


“Joshua.” 

“Dave.” 

“What... what are you doing in here?” 

“Dad, | can explain.” Oh no. | already sound guilty. 


“Diana was watching Brianna. She brought her over here 
instead of watching her at my house.” 


“Oh. Right. That was tonight. But..why are you here now? 
In her room?” 


“There are only board games at Joshua’s house, dad. | 
wanted to do girl things with Brianna.” 


“But that doesn’t answer my question.” 


“| brought Brianna over here without telling him. When he 
got home he couldn't find us and got worried. He called and 
| told him we were over here. He came running over and 
wanted to check up on Brianna, to make sure she was okay.” 


“| didn’t hear him come in... and it looks like everyone is 
more than okay right now. I think babysitting time is 
finished.” 


“Okay.” 

“Sorry, Dave. It was my fault.” 
“You came in the front?” 
“Right through the front.” 


“Hmmm,” my dad says. “I must have been in the 
bathroom... or maybe out back feeding the dog.” 


“Yeah, we missed each other somehow.” 
“Beer downstairs before you go, Joshua?” 
“Sure.” 


“Good. We need to talk.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Joshua 


| put Brianna to bed before going to bed myself. But I’m not 
in the mood to sleep. | sit in bed with my back against the 
headboard. | flip on the reading lamp on the end table and 
try to settle in with a copy of The Economist. 


It’s not working. 


All | can think about is her And if just the thought of her 
has such a tight grasp on me, there’s no way her dad can’t 
see it. 


| tried to pound my beer and get out of there, but he nursed 
his. He wanted to take his time and talk. His questions were 
a little too obvious, and a little too out of left field. 


Suddenly my buddy, who'd always lived somewhat 
vicariously through me, recommends | settle down... with 
someone who’s age appropriate. | almost felt like | was 
getting lectured by a parent, but | wasn’t about to push 
back. Better to just let him get what’s on his chest off, and 
hope that it will calm him down a little 


Hope. 


Just like | hope to see Diana again. But hope only goes so 
far With the sale of the business imminent, | can reasonably 
ask her to watch Brianna one more time. After that | don’t 
have an easy reason to contact her. 


Not that | need a reason, for anybody else at least. 


| Know what I want and I want her. I’m willing to deal with 
whatever consequences may come my way. Life is too short 
not to go after what you want. 


| put down my magazine and my butt slides forward in the 
bed, putting me in a more relaxed position. 


| can’t have her right now, but | have to imagine. If | don’t 
I’m going to go crazy. 


| get up out of my chair and lock the door Brianna sleeps 
like a log, and | know she will do so tonight, especially after 
enjoying herself so much. She must have been in heaven 
playing with dolls and dressing up, but I’m not taking any 
chances. 


| walk over to my bed and type Diana’s name into Facebook 
on my phone. 


A minute goes by and nothing. | can’t find her. The rod in 
my boxers is only getting longer and thicker and more 
painful. | want to see her face so bad, even just a picture, 
but | don’t have time. I’m about to pop just thinking about 
her. 


| set my phone down on the nightstand with my left hand as 
my right hand grabs my cock over the top of boxers. 


| try and lengthen it out, straightening it to reduce the 
pressure, but the boxers are too tight... too constricting. 


My dick is a wild animal that needs uncaged. 


| stick my thumbs into each side of my boxers and slide 
them down my legs. 


As the fabric clears the base of my shaft, my cock springs 
free. It’s pointing straight back at my face, the skin 
touching my bellybutton. | can’t remember the last time | 
was ever this hard. Maybe never. 


And this is just the thought of her | can’t even imagine how 
much I’d lose control if she were really here. 


| place my cock in the palm of my right hand and stroke. 
One hand isn’t enough. 


My left hand reaches underneath the shaft while my right 
hand works the upper shaft, brushing against the tip. 


| squeeze my butt muscles just enough to move my hips 
forward, sliding my cock through both hands as | imagine 
I’m inside her. 


| close my eyes and picture her riding me. 


She’s completely naked, on top of me. That incredible, 
curvy body mounted as I slowly move in and out of her. 


My left hand releases my cock and grabs where her hip 
would be. My right quickly joins as my subconscious takes 
over. 


| imagine holding her tight around the waist. Driving deep 
inside her, as her head leans back and moans leave her 
mouth. 


| can see her tits bouncing up and down, no white tank top 
to contain them now. 


| imagine the color of her nipples and the size of her areola. 


And then | hear her moan as she cums and her pussy latches 
onto my dick and won’t let go. 


“Uhhh,” | groan. A load of cum shoots from my cock, 
covering the entire length of the bed as | hear some hit the 
floor. 


My body shakes and convulses forward and back. A second 
eruption joins the first before | fall back onto the headboard. 


The back of my head rests against the top of the headboard 
as | catch my breath. 


My eyes open slowly and I see just how much of a mess I’ve 
made of the sheets. 


But it’s not a mess. It’s the exact thing I’m going to put 
inside her | can’t wait to fill her with something that came 
from me. To feel her wetness, and provide something even 
wetter, and thicker, of my own as | shoot inside her. 


| barely lasted a minute just thinking about her | can hardly 
imagine the animal that’s going to come out from deep 
inside me when | get the real thing. 


CHAPTER 8 


Diana 


| lock my door and move the slider that controls the 
brightness of the lamp until the room is nearly dark. The 
lamp cord is frayed, taped with electrical tape, and the light 
flickers in and out. It feels like candlelight. 


| imagine what Joshua is doing. Is he thinking of me, as I’m 
thinking of him? 


Is he remembering how much fun we had together in my 
room tonight, and how much adult fun we can have on our 
own? 


If he is thinking of me, what does he imagine doing with 
me? To me? 


He’s a guy, so his thoughts might be dirtier, but my mind is 
definitely knee deep in the mud right now myself. 


| unbutton the top two buttons on my cotton PJs, as my hand 
moves across my collarbone before squeezing my breast. 


| knead it in-between my fingers, wishing it was Joshua’s big 
strong fingers doing the grabbing and exploring. 


| run my hand back across my breast and feel my nipple 
trying to break free of the fabric. It’s so hard it could cut 
glass right now. 


| slide my hand down my mid section and into my sleeping 
underwear. 


My left hand comes off the bed and grabs my left breast, 
before slowly sliding across my chest to please the right. 


My right hand makes contact with my opening. I’m already 
wet. Soaked. 


| slide two fingers over my folds, before turning my hand 
over and doing the same with the backs of my fingers. 


If my pussy were a clock it would be one o'clock all the 
time. That’s the spot where everything feels the best. | rub 
it in a circular motion on that spot, pressing down firmly 
trying to imagine my little hands are Joshua’s big strong 
hands. 


My mouth opens and a moan escapes me as | squeeze my 
breast harder and rub my pussy faster. 


| imagine him losing control immediately, and my fingers 
Slide inside. 


| change the angle as | motion a come hither on my G Spot, 
as my right hand starts to shake. 


“Ahhh!” 


My body convulses forward and everything tightens, just 
before everything relaxes, sending my fluids flowing from 
me like a river onto the sheets. 


The spasms continue for a solid half-minute. | try and catch 
my breath. 


| look down at the mess I’ve made on the sheets. l'Il have to 
set the alarm twice. Once in an hour or two just to clean the 
mess, so it doesn’t start to set into the fabric. And a second 
alarm to wake me early so! can run them through the 
washing machine. 


| can’t believe how much fluid was inside me. | guess that’s 
what happens when you’re saving it for the right guy. But 
still, it’s a mess. 


Then it hits me. It’s not a mess at all. It’s a beautiful thing. 
It’s the same thing that’s going to lubricate his cock as he 
slides in and out of me, giving me pleasure like I’ve never 
felt before. 


But when? 
And are his thoughts the same? 


We were so close to that kiss before my dad came bursting 
in. Now that he’s had time to go home and think about it, 
have his feelings for me cooled? What did my dad say to 
him? | can only imagine. 


This isn’t going to be easy for either of us, but he has to 
pursue me. After what happened just a couple hours ago 
there’s no turning back. 


| have to feel his lips on mine. We were so close, and now | 
want it more than ever. 


And | already know that’s just the beginning. When we start 
there will be no stopping us. 


Once his hand touches my body l'Il melt like butter. 


After what just happened here in my room, just imagining 
him, I’m almost scared to think what will happen when I get 
the real thing. 


Him. 


CHAPTER 9 


Joshua 
| wake up late. 


What a night. | couldn’t stop dreaming about her No 
wonder my body, and my mind, wanted to stay in bed. 


| stumble out of bed and down the hall to Brianna’s room. | 
open the door She’s face down, sawing logs. 


Last night must have been incredible for her She was 
finally able to do things she’s been wanting to do. She must 
have let out a lot of emotions, although she still keeps the 
outward display of her feelings muted. Girl time was a huge 
win for her. 


| quietly close her door and make my way back to my room. 
| sit on the edge of my bed, and reach for my phone on the 
nightstand. 


There’s one alert from my bank regarding a new deposit. 
Was I expecting any incoming funds? 


| click on the link and login. 


There are certain moments in your life you’ll never forget. 
They say for men, making large amounts of money spikes 
your testosterone. Well, my testosterone was already 
through the roof, thanks to Diana, but when coupled with 
what | saw on my screen | bet my testosterone levels would 
have set world records. 


Two point one billion dollars! 


How do banks even accept that amount of money? And | 
didn’t even get a call? | don’t know what’s more 


suspicious... how much my balance increased overnight, or 
how little my bank seemed to care. 


Satoshi made the deposit early We hadn’t even officially 
agreed, but he must have seen all he needed to see. 


| fired up my laptop and inserted a special device that 
closely resembles a flash drive into the USB drive. A few 
clicks later and a copy and paste from an email Mr. 
Nakamoto had sent overnight and | had his Bitcoin address 
in the receive line of the transaction screen. 


| took a screenshot. This would be the last time | owned 
such a large amount of Bitcoin. 


| stopped for a second to reflect on how Brianna’s dad and | 
had started our Bitcoin mining operation, and how we’d 
amassed a fortune. A literal fortune. | just wish he were 
here to share this moment with me. 


| got up and walked into the kitchen, returning with that 
bottle of Dom | had placed in the back of the fridge the day 
we made our first investment together | poured some 
champagne into two flutes and just stared at them. 


| picked up one glass in each hand and clinked them 
together. 


“We did it, buddy. We really did it. | Know you’re watching 
me from above.” 


| poured out some champagne from one glass into the plant 
in the pot on the nightstand. 


With the other | took a sip, and tried to fight back the 
emotion of what was happening. 


| sat back down and pressed send. 


| stared at the screen for almost eight minutes. The 
transaction has to be verified three times to be generally 
considered official. 


Once | saw the indication of the third verification, the 
journey was complete. 


| reopened the internet page to my bank screen. Two point 
one billion dollars. 


l'm a freaking billionaire! 
What a change a day makes. 


And now to change my life in a way that’s even more 
important...to go get my woman! 


CHAPTER 10 


Diana 


| see Joshua’s name on my phone, and it makes me feel 
better immediately. 


“Good morning,” I say. | can’t wait to hear those deep, rich, 
tones of his voice greet me. 


“And what a good morning it is now,” he says. The sound of 
his voice sends chills throughout my body and his word 
choice makes me feel special. 


“Is your day off to a good start?” 
“Excellent start. You?” 


“That’s good. I’m good, thanks.” Really I’m starting to feel 
more anxious about the lab results from my doctor’s visit. 


“That’s good.” 
“How’s Brianna?” 
“Still sleeping. | think you wore her out.” 


“| think she wore me out. She’s so adorable.” Just thinking 
of my new little friend puts a smile on my face as | drive 
down the street. | want to make something tasty for lunch, 
and I’m on my way to the grocery store. It’s that perfect late 
morning time to go when the crowds haven’t shown up yet. 


“Speaking of Brianna, | was hoping you might join us for 
dinner this evening.” 


“Want me to keep an eye on her while you entertain 
clients?” 


“No more clients. Actually...| was hoping to keep my eyes 
on you.” 


| pull over to the side of the road and park. 
“Are you there?” 

“Yeah, sorry. | just had to pull over.” 

“Is everything okay?” 


Everything is more than okay. | can’t believe he’s actually 
asking me out on a date. And Brianna will be there too, 
which is wonderful. Although I’d like to spend time alone 
with Joshua, I’m just as excited to go out as a threesome. 
Joshua is a package deal now, and what a package he offers. 


Hot single dad, plus an adorable daughter. Yes, please! 
“Yeah, sure. That sounds great.” 

“I'll pick you up at seven.” 
“Um...Joshua?” 

“Yes,” 

“Can you pick me up at the Starbucks?” 
“The one where you used to always go?” 
“Yeah. That one.” 

“Sure thing. Seven okay?” 

“Seven is perfect.” 

“See you then.” 


| hear the call end, and start to imagine what l'Il tell my dad 
if he asks. There’s no way I'd lie to him, but | don’t need to 
give him the full story either Maybe l'Il leave an hour early 


and go have a cup of tea and read my Kindle. If he sees me 
leaving with my Kindle it shouldn’t arouse suspicion. 


And there’s another problem. What should | wear? 
Formal or casual? | press send. 

Formal. 

What does he have planned? 


And how quickly can | get to the mall to find a dress? 


CHAPTER 11 


Joshua 


The view from the top floor of the hotel is breathtaking, but 
the best view isn’t the one to the side of me... the one out 
the glass window. It’s the one in front of me. 


Her. 


She’s got on a little black dress that’s elegant and beautiful. 
It’s also just small enough that it’s so sexy I’ve already had 
to go into the bathroom once and splash cold water on my 
face. 


And the best part is I’m not even sure she noticed. When | 
step away from the table Diana and Brianna are talking a 
mile a minute. | almost wonder if | left for the night if they’d 
even recognize | was gone. 


But I’m definitely here all right. | feel so alive just being 
around her. My focus is so much sharper. The food tastes so 
much better And | feel so much more relaxed seeing 
Brianna so happy. It’s like she’s a brand new kid, with a 
whole new lease on life 


This is too perfect. How did | get so lucky? 
Easy. 
Everything leads back to her. 


And tonight | want her to know it. Show her what a life with 
Brianna and | could be like. Give her a taste and hope she'll 
want the whole entrée. 


Now that | sold my Bitcoin and the computer hardware that 
was used to digitally mine additional coins, a huge burden 


has been removed from my shoulders. And a huge number 
has been added to my bank account. 


In a few days I'll set up Brianna’s trust. The rest can be used 
to spoil my two girls. 


Diana might not be mine yet, but she will be. 


l'II show her how much | want her to be the center of my 
world. She already is when I stop and think about it. She’s 
the oil the got this broken down ride fixed up, and she’s the 
gas that will make me go. She’s the glue that repaired all 
the broken pieces, and the same connector that now holds 
everything together and running smoothly. And now she’s 
going to be the queen in the castle we'll build together. 


“How's you beef tartar?” 

“Good. Thank you.” 

“How’s your steak?” 

“| didn’t know steak could taste this good.” 


She tried to order a salad at first, but I insisted. She was 
trying to be polite, and keep the check low. | could tell. 
She’s thoughtful. But tonight every thought I have is about 
her, and | want to spoil her Nothing is off limits. 


| ordered their best bottle of wine, without looking at the 
wine list. I didn’t want to make a fuss about it, or hear a no 
from her, so | requested it when | went to splash water on my 
face. 


| just want everything tonight to flow, and to be perfect. 
And it is. Until now... 
“Joshua. Fancy bumping into you here.” 


“Winston. Good to see you,” | say. But it’s anything but. 


Winston’s the mayor and he was up for reelection a couple 
years back. He was snooping around my warehouse all 
during the campaign trying to figure out exactly what it is 
that | do. 


Bitcoin by its nature is a private thing. It’s no secret how it 
works, though. It just raises a lot of eyebrows when people 
hear about a half a million dollar electric bill... per month. 


That’s what it costs when you have an organization like 
mine. And it’s all legit and above board. As a matter of fact, 
the city’s coffers are going to be stuffed once | pay the taxes 
on the sale. Winston, the guy who went snooping on me, 
will look like a hero when he spends my money left, right 
and center on the city...and probably on himself as well. 


“Good to see you too. You remember my wife?” 


“How could | forget? Great to see you, Samantha.” And itis 
great to see her. | have no idea how a dud like Winston 
wound up with a woman like that. She’s a gem. 


“Great to see you too, Joshua.” 


“And who might your guests be?” Winston says, as he looks 
Diana’s way. “Aren’t you Dave’s daughter?” 


Snooping... Winston’s specialty. 

“lam. Nice to meet you Mister Mayor.” 
“Are you two...together?” 

“We're enjoying a nice meal,” | say. 


“But you're...” Winston says. The thought hangs as his eyes 
dart from Diana to me and then back, as he’s making the 
connection. He doesn’t even seem to notice Brianna. | 
guess children don’t count in his world. They can’t vote, so 
they’re no use to him. Jerk. 


“And you're going,” | say to Winston. “Nice to see you, 
Samantha.” 


Samantha replies and grabs Winston by the arm, leading 
him away. His body may be going one direction, but his 
eyes are clearly still on us. 


“Who was that, Joshua?” Brianna asks. 
“That’s a child that never grew up.” 
“That doesn’t make sense.” 


“You're right, honey. No it doesn’t.” | pause to take a drink. 
“And you’re more of an adult than he'll ever be.” 


| put my hand on Brianna’s shoulder and look into those 
eyes of hers. My troubles don’t need to become her 
troubles, but | also don’t want to hide anything from her. If 
there’s one thing | know about kids, it’s that they’re aware of 
a lot more than we adults sometimes give them credit for. 


No use in trying to sugar coat anything or pull the wool over 
her eyes. | want to build trust with her, and the easiest way 
to do that is through honesty and transparency. 


“Time for dessert?” | say, wanting to get us back to enjoying 
our evening. 


“Yes, please!” Brianna says. 


The good thing about being a kid is how quickly your mind 
shifts gears when you hear the magic word...dessert. Our 
interruption is quickly forgotten. 


But one person who won't be forgetting is Winston. | can 
imagine he'll be blabbing his mouth soon enough, if he 
hasn’t started already. 


But it’s not me I’m worried about. | don’t want Diana or 
Brianna dealing with any gossip nonsense. 


| need a plan. 


CHAPTER 12 


Diana 
“Thanks again for this evening,” I say. 


“My pleasure,” Joshua says as he enters the living room with 
two Cokes and three glasses. 


He bends over to set the cups on the coffee table and begins 
pouring our drinks. From my angle I’ve got a perfect view of 
his tushy. Did he plan it that way? 


It doesn’t matter All that does matter is me keeping my 
hands to myself. | want to jump up and grab it. 


When he finishes pouring he turns toward me. 
“That was the nicest restaurant I’ve been in. Ever,” | say. 


“Me too. | don’t usually go eat in places like that... ever 
actually But tonight | wanted to celebrate a special event. | 
want to say it’s because of a business event, but it’s really 
something more human.” 


I’m not sure if | should pry He hands me a glass of the fizzy 
deliciousness. Oh, how | love Coke. Did he remember from 
those times he was at my house, or did he just get lucky? 


“But the real event is you.” 
a Me?” 


“You,” he says, staring right at me. His confidence is 
unwavering. His eye contact unbreaking. “Ever since you 
came over with that Halloween candy, Brianna’s been doing 
much better | owe you a huge debt of gratitude.” 


“It was nothing. Really. She’s a great kid. | enjoy hanging 
out with her.” 


“I'm glad, because | hope we all get the chance to hang out 
a lot more in the future.” 


His word choice doesn’t go unnoticed. He’s standing above 
me. Just a few inches from me in the area that separates the 
coffee table from the couch. 


From my seated position I’m reminded how much bigger, 
stronger, powerful, and dominant he is. And it’s not just to 
little ol’ me, but to other guys in general. They just don’t 
have his presence. The way he takes up space. The way he 
says things with such directness and self-assuredness when 
he’s making a point or being serious. | like that he can be 
easygoing most of the time, but when he wants to 
emphasize something, he certainly does so. 


And a big emphasis on how he feels about me would be if he 
sits down next to me on the couch. 


He turns to do just that, and | quickly slide to make room for 
him. 


“Beat ya!” Brianna says, as she darts right into the position 
he was about to take 


Brianna cuddles up next to me, and | have to Say it feels 
nice... but | was hoping to be the tiny body who cuddles up 
to the bigger body...not the other way around. 


Joshua rises from his squat, and looks back at me. He 
smirks, letting me know we were outdone by a seven-year- 
old. 


First my dad. Now Brianna. The world is conspiring against 
us getting close. 


The anticipation is driving me crazy with desire, but I’m 
done with the two steps forward one step back game we’ve 
been unexpectedly playing. 


How much longer will this continue? These interruptions? 


| remind myself to be patient. This isn’t regular dating. 
Joshua is a single dad, and that carries extra responsibilities. 


A relationship with him wouldn’t just be about us. It would 
be about all three of us. 


And as much as I’d give anything to be with him and only 
him right now, I’m falling for his Brianna just as much as I’m 
falling for him. 


| pull her in tight and grab a blanket from off the back of the 
couch. 


Joshua lights a fire. 


Brianna asks me something, but | don’t even hear it. I’m too 
busy checking out that tushy of his again. 


CHAPTER 13 


Diana 


“Not only can we have popcorn, honey, we will have it and 
it’s almost finished popping.” 


“Yeah!” Brianna says. 


“Everything okay?” Josh says, as Brianna darts off to the 
kitchen. 


“Perfect. Why?” 


“Brianna asked you about popcorn three times and you 
didn’t answer her. | looked and it was like your head was in 
the clouds.” 


“| was...thinking about something else.” 
“Care to share what that might be?” 


“Maybe later,” | say, giving him a wink. He knows exactly 
what I was thinking about. 


Brianna comes walking out of the kitchen with the biggest 
pot she could find...full of popcorn. It’s so adorable, and I’m 
definitely glad she’s sitting next to me now. 


Joshua hits some buttons on the remote and | see a whole 
catalog of Disney movies load on the screen. 


Joshua goes to the kitchen and brings back another bowl of 
popcorn. 


“How much popcorn does your popper make?” 


“A lot,” he says. “When I’m watching a movie | don’t mess 
around when it comes to popcorn.” 


“I can see.” 

“Any preference on the movie choice?” 
“Beauty and the Beast!” Brianna says. 
“Does that work for our guest?” 


Brianna turns and looks at me with those big eyes of hers. 
How could | ever say no to them? Why would | want to? 


“That sounds perfect.” 
Joshua hits play. 
“Over here, Brianna,” Joshua says. 


Just as Brianna turns she’s greeted by a single popcorn from 
out of the sky She barely has to move for it, as it goes right 
into her mouth. 


“Terrific toss!” | say. 


“Do you think if we train her the circus might want her?” 
Joshua jokes. 


“| want to see lions!” Brianna says. 


“Well you’re in luck,” Joshua says. He points to the screen 
and the opening credits for The Lion King play. 


“Yay!” Brianna says. She takes a single popcorn from her 
and throws it into the air, catching it in her mouth. Seems 
like she’s forgotten all about Beauty and the Beast now. 
With Disney, how can you lose? 


“You're pretty good at that,” | say. 


“Thanks.” She reaches down and picks up another popcorn. 
She holds it a few inches from my face. | tilt my head back 
just a little, and she drops it right on my tongue. 


“| want in on the fun,” Joshua says. 


Brianna and | both send a fluffy popcorn Joshua’s way at the 
same time. He tries to catch them both, but manages just 
one. 


The whole room bursts out laughing, and soon we’re doing 
more popcorn tossing than we are moving watching. 


Ding dong. 
“I'll get it,” Brianna says. 
“It’s late honey. Let me,” Joshua says. 


He goes to the door and turns the deadbolt. He turns the 
handle and just as the door opens wide enough to see who’s 
standing there | feel my chest drop into my stomach. 


CHAPTER 14 


Joshua 
“What are you doing here, Diana?” 
“|—,” Diana begins. 


“Everything’s fine, Dave. Brianna’s just spending some time 
with us this evening.” 


“Us? It looks like one big happy family over here. And what 
do you mean by this evening?” 


“I’m not sure what you mean, Dave.” 


“Word’s spreading that the two of you were out having 
dinner at some fancy pants restaurant.” 


“Actually it was the three of us.” 
“Same difference.” 
“I'm babysitting, dad.” 


“Seeing that Josh is here | don’t see the need for a 
babysitter” 


“It’s not that simple,” Diana says. 


“Dave,” | say, motioning with my hand to slow down. | turn 
back towards the girls. “Brianna, can you go up to your 
room for a little bit? l'Il come and get you real soon and we 
can watch the rest of the movie.” 


“Is everything okay, Joshua?” 


“Everything is fine. We just need to talk about some things 
fora minute. Adult things that aren’t nearly as interesting 


as the movie. Better if we restart it in a few minutes 
anyways.’ 


a Okay. n 


There’s an awkward silence as Brianna goes up the stairs to 
her room. | can hear the creaks of the stairs and | feel like | 
can also hear the steam whistling out of each of Dave’s 
ears. He’s so mad his face is turning red. 


“Don’t tell me the two of you are up to something,” he says 
as soon as the door shuts. 


“We're not up to anything, Dave. The three of us went to 
dinner and we finished earlier than expected. Now we're 
back here watching a movie.” 


Dave’s gaze shifts to Diana. He’s looking holes right through 
her. 


“What?” she says, as she lifts her palms toward the ceiling. 
“| don’t like this.” 


“Me watching a movie with a little girl who has no other 
female figures in her life?” 


“So you’re her female figure now, huh?” 
“Dave,” | Say. 


“Shut up and let me talk to my daughter” he says, turning 
to look at me. He looks back at Diana. “Are you sleeping 
with him?” 


“Oh my god. Dad!” 
| raise my hand toward Dave's chest. 


“I’m sorry, Dave. | Know we've been friends for a long time... 
forever really, but you’re out of line. | have to ask you to 


leave.” 
“You're throwing me out of your house?” 


“I’m just saying this is a little too heated right now, and 
Brianna’s upstairs. We can talk about this another time, but 
there’s really nothing to talk about.” 


“That’s not what | hear Everybody’s talking from what | 
hear.” 


“People like to gossip. We ran into the mayor and his wife at 
dinner. Actually we didn’t run into them. He came over and 
started prying right away looking for a headline to take the 
attention off the poor job he’s been doing since he took 
office.” 


“Where there’s smoke, there’s fire.” 

“Not now, Dave. Please. Just go.” 

“Let’s go, Diana.” 

| turn back and look at Diana. “It’s your decision.” 
“Are you trying to tell my daughter what to do?” 


“She may be your daughter, but she’s an adult. She can 
make her own decisions.” 


“Now Diana!” Dave says. 
“I’m shutting the door, Dave.” 


| begin to move the door, but he doesn’t budge. This is 
escalating fast, and | don’t need a scene. This would be an 
absolute parenting fail if | handle this situation with 
violence, especially with Brianna just upstairs. 


“Wait! I’m coming,” Diana says. 


“Diana, you don’t have to—” 


“| know. I, 1, | just should go,” she says as she jumps up from 
the couch and shoots toward the front door. 


She darts past Dave and | and is running across the grass in 
no time flat. 


“See what you did?” Dave says. 
“Good night, Dave,” | say. 
He stares at me one last time, before turning to walk away. 


| look down at the remote which controls the sprinkling 
system in the front yard. 


| put my thumb on the button, but then quickly drop the 
remote. 


“What’s gotten into me? What’s gotten into Dave?” 


It’s obvious. Diana’s not his little girl anymore, and he feels 
a power struggle. It’s only complicated by the fact that I’m 
his best friend... and it’s not hard to see there appears more 
going on here than we led on. Appears to be going on that 
is, because nothing’s happened... yet. 


CHAPTER 15 


Diana 


| run into the house and up the stairs, straight to my room. | 
slam the door, take two steps, and fall face first on my bed. 


“Uhhh!” 


| jump up and lock the door. Just in case my dad decides he 
has more questions. I’m not in the mood at all. 


| lay down on the bed, and look up at the ceiling. 


My left hand reaches for a spare pillow, which | quickly find 
and then use to cover my face. 


And then the tears start flowing. 


Everything was going so perfectly until dad had to get 
involved. What’s wrong with him? Why can’t he just be 
happy for me? 


| know he loves me and he just wants to look out for me. 
He’s been so protective ever since mom died. 


| think Joshua and | are the only two people he’s got left who 
are really close to him. Seeing us together like that must 
scare him and confuse him at the same time. It makes 
sense, but still...this is my life and | need to be able to do 
what | want to do. 


But he’s not going to budge easily. This is going to be 
almost impossible. 


Suddenly | start laughing in-between the tears. | remove the 
pillow because I’m sucking in big gulps of air on my laughs. 
Now I’ve got the hiccups. 


I’m telling myself that Joshua and | have something, and we 
haven't even done so much as kissed yet! 


I’m acting like Joshua and | hit a home run and we've barely 
just stepped up to bat. 


But it doesn’t matter. | know He knows. It’s just a matter of 
time. We can’t be stopped. 


And that’s what makes my dad’s interference so terrible. | 
know he’s going to try and do everything he can to stop us 
from being together. | have confidence in Joshua, but I sure 
hope he doesn’t give up if my dad makes this too difficult. | 
know Joshua doesn’t want to lose his best friend if this turns 
into a nightmare induced by my dad. 


Just the thought of it all makes me start crying all over 
again. 


| roll over and bury my head in the pillow. | just wish this 
would all go away. 


CHAPTER 16 


Diana 
| feel cold. | lift my head and look around. 
| must have fallen asleep. 
| grab my phone and look at the time. 3:37am. 


| spin around and sit on the side of my bed. Wow | was out 
of it. 


| get my bearings before standing up to go downstairs to get 
something to drink. | think | must have cried out all the 
fluids in my body. I’ve got the worst case of cottonmouth 
ever. 


| make my way to the kitchen and open the fridge. Apple 
juice sounds good. | pour a glass and sit at the table The 
stillness of the night is just what | need right now No 
yelling. No one upset. Just the crickets chirping and me. 


| take a few deep breaths in between gulps. Wow, that first 
glass went down fast. 


| pour another and sit back down at the table. | catch myself 
staring at the wall. | can’t focus right now. 


| look around the room. I’ve never really studied it like this 
before. | notice so many things I’ve never really noticed 
before. The painting on the wall is a little crooked. The 
couch is misaligned. Then my eyes scan the table where I’m 
sitting. 


There’s a pile of junk mail, and one piece that isn’t. 


| reach for the stack and remove the advertisements 
quickly. The one real piece of mail is from the doctor's office. 


My results! 


| pull the letter up to my chest. “Please say what | want it to 
say,” | whisper “Please, please, please.” 


| slowly and carefully open the letter It’s like I’m 
subconsciously telling myself that if | do it all neat and 
pretty that l'Il get the result | want. 


| pull out the three papers from inside the envelope and take 
a deep breath before | begin reading. 


There are a bunch of numbers and terms that | have no idea 
what the mean. 


| shuffle the pages until | get to the second page. Same 
thing. 


Then | get to the third page. There’s a heading labeled 
conclusion and next steps. 


One hundred percent chance the patient will not be able to 
conceive. 


| stare at the words. If feels like hours go by, but it’s 
probably just a few seconds. Time stands still until the first 
tear falls, landing right on those very words. 


So, it’s official. | can’t have kids. 

Joshua will never want me. I’m broken. Damaged. 
| haven’t been this sad since my mom passed. 

| can’t be here right now. | just can’t. 


| jam the letter back into the envelope and go as quickly as | 
can back up the stairs without waking my dad. 


He'll find out in the morning. Not about my personal 
struggle, but what I’m about to do next. 


| tap the Uber app on my phone and book a ride to LAX. I’m 
taking the first flight out back to Boston. 


There’s still time left on my lease. l'Il stay there for awhile 
and just bury myself in my job search. 


| can’t deal with all this right now It’s too much. 


And I don’t want to be a burden to anyone. It’s better if | 
just put this behind me right now, and at least do something 
with my life. 


Three thousand miles away from here. From him. The 
perfect guy that slipped through my fingers. 


CHAPTER 17 


Diana 
The last thee days have been miserable. 


Ever since | arrived back in Boston I’ve been trying to keep 
myself busy, but it’s not working. My mind wanders. My 
attention wanes. My focus slips. 


Always back to him. 
Life didn’t deal me a fair hand. So be it. 
| have to get a job and get my life back on track. 


There are three months left on my lease. My roommate 
moved out at the end of the semester so I’ve to the entire 
place to myself. 


No distractions. No romance. No feeling sorry for myself. 


Just working on getting started on my life as an adult with a 
college degree. 


The buzzer rings and | rush to the door to buzz in the 
delivery guy. 


| also need to start working out, but that can start tomorrow. 
First | need a nice clam chowder to bring me back to the 
place where | spent four years studying. 


| open my door a crack and run to my purse to get my 
money. 


“Clam chow-dah,” the voice says just outside my door. 


It has a strange, but familiar ring to it. 


| guess it’s stuck in my subconscious from all those late 
nights my roomie and | stayed up studying and then ordered 
from the all-night delivery place What a city. You can get 
seafood at any hour of the day or night, not just lunch like | 
am about to have now 


“Hold on,” | say. “Grabbing my money.” 

“This one’s on the house,” the voice says. 

| drop my purse and turn towards the door. 

It can’t be. 

| stand there stunned before slowly walking to the door. 
“You found me?” | say. 

“You think we were gong to let you get away?” 


When | hear the word “we” my gaze looks down and around 
the back of my visitor. 


Sure enough. She’s there too, her arms wrapped around his 
leg. Then her little head peaks out from behind. 


“Hi Diana.” 
My heart melts. 


| fall forward into Joshua’s arms, causing him to almost spill 
my food. 


“We intercepted the delivery guy just before he rang the 
bell. Hope you don’t mind.” 


“Are you kidding? This is the best delivery ever” 


CHAPTER 18 


Joshua 


When | feel her in my arms again | know I’m never going to 
let her go. Not now Not ever. 


“How did you find me?” 


“That first night you babysat Brianna... you brought over 
some books. One of them had a credit card bill inside with 
your address on it.” 


“Oh yeah. | use mail to mark my place sometimes.” 
“Don’t worry though. | didn’t look at the purchases.” 
She laughs. “I’m sure they’re not that exciting.” 


“Everything is exciting with you. I’d watch paint dry and 
grass grow all day long, as long as it’s with you.” 


She squeezes me tighter. 
“I’m so sorry. Come in,” she says. 
Brianna and | enter her apartment. 


“Brianna, would you like to play for a minute while | talk to 
Joshua?” 


“Okay,” she says. 


Diana takes her by the hand and leads her to a bedroom. 
She’s back not a minute later. 


“My roommate’s little cousins visited all the time so there 
are a lot of games in there. Her eyes lit up when | showed 
her” 


“Good. You always seem to know exactly how to brighten 
her day.” 


“And you mine.” 


I’m speechless. There’s nothing | want more than to give 
this girl everything. To brighten her days, and nights, 
forever. 


“Can we—” | begin, at the same time she says, “I can’t—” 
We both laugh. 

“Would you like a glass of water?” she says. 

“Sure,” | say. 

“Make yourself at home, and l'Il be right back.” 


| sit down on the couch and survey the room while she grabs 
a cup of water | can imagine her and her roommate living 
here. It’s so simple, yet so well decorated. There are a few 
paintings on the wall. There’s some simple furniture. And 
that’s it. It’s Spartan, built for focusing on studying. The 
two tables with lamps in the room give it away. 


“| bet you got a lot done here,” | say. 


“Many a late night was spent right in that chair over there, 
that’s for sure.” 


“I can imagine. I’ve had a few late nights myself recently.” 
“I’m sorry | took off the way | did.” 

“It’s okay. Your dad was out of line.” 

“| know, but it’s more than just that.” 


“Well, whatever it is | just want you to know you've got my 
full support, emotional, financial, and otherwise. I’ve got 
your back.” 


“Thanks,” she says. “But it’s something big. Something 
that might make me not so interesting to you as | once was.’ 


, 


“Nothing can damper my enthusiasm towards you. Mine or 
Brianna’s. She looks up to you like both a big sister and a 
role model. Nothing will bring her mom back, but the truth 
is right now you're the best thing she’s got going on in her 
life... by a long shot.” 


“Thank you. She’s really special to me too. | never thought 
I'd be so close to a child in that way. And now | know, 
well...” 


| see she’s about ready to cry. | put down my water, and 
wrap her up in a big hug. 


The tears flow. | don’t know if she’s been saving them up 
since that night at my house when her dad showed up 
unexpectedly or they’ve been turned on for the last three 
days. 


All | know is she needs me, and I need her And Brianna 
needs both of us. 


In between sobs, she pulls her head away from my chest. 
“l..L..can’t.. have... kids,” she says as her chest heaves. 
“It’s okay,” | say, not fully sure what she’s talking about. 


“No. It’s not okay. I’m broken. My body will never allow me 
to have a child. | went to the doctor for a routine check up. 
They ran some tests and discovered the condition. It’s why | 
ran away. One of the reasons at least.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I Know you won’t want me now.” 


“I'll always want you. You know that. That’s why | came 
here.” 


“But | can never give you a family.” 
“What do you mean, silly,” | say, tapping her on the nose. 


“There are plenty of great kids out there looking for homes. 
I’m sure we could adopt, if that’s what we want when the 
time comes.” 


The heaving from her chest starts to subside. 
“You'd do that for me?” 
“I'd do anything for you.” 


She throws herself back into my arms and grabs ahold 
tighter than she ever has before. 


“Diana.” 


“Yes,” she says in a muffled tone with her head buried in my 
chest. 


“There’s something | have to tell you.” 


“Okay,” she says, pulling her head back and wiping the 
tears away. | reach in with my thumb and wipe away one 
she missed. 


“I can’t have kids either. It’s one of the reasons | became 
Brianna’s godfather. | mean, | never expected anything to 
happen to her parents, but in case it did, it made sense. | 
was her dad’s business partner We were great friends. And 
there was no way | could have kids on my own. But of 
course we never expected anything to actually happen. 
Who does, right? But here we are. And now that you’ve 
come into my life in such a big way | see the tremendous 
amount of pleasure it brings to have a child, whether it’s 


from my own creation or not. It doesn’t matter What 
matters is that child has every opportunity in life, and it’s 
supported and loved and cared for, regardless of who 
participated in the act of creation.” 


“You sound funny.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Act of creation. You sound like a preacher or something,” 
she says as she laughs. “On the first day, Diana and Joshua 
created... nothing together.” 


| burst out laughing. “Well, I’m glad you can see the humor 
in all this.” 


“I'm glad you can too.” 


“With you by my side I always see the bright side, no matter 
what. When we’re together there are no rainy days, no 
matter what obstacles the world throws at us.” 


“Can somebody play with me,” Brianna says. | hadn’t 
noticed her come out of the room. 


“Sure sweetie. We'll be right there,” Diana says. 


“See,” | say. | poke Diana playfully in the ribs and speak ina 
hushed tone. “Even she wants some playmates.” 


“Yeah,” Diana says. 
We both get up and straighten out our clothes. 


“Want to eat your clam chow-dah, and l'Il get a game 
started?” 


“How about we just order more...for all of us,” she says. 


“That sounds like a great idea. For all of us,” | say. 


CHAPTER 19 


Diana 


By nine o’clock Brianna’s already passed out, clinging to one 
side of Joshua’s thick torso. I’m cuddled up on the other, as 
the final credits to The Lion King flash across the screen. We 
finished in Boston what we started in California. 


“I think all the travel and excitement got to her. Let me 
carry her off to bed,” he says. 


We both get up. Joshua carries her to the spare bedroom 
while | find her pajamas in her luggage and get her prepared 
for bed. | know she won’t even remember this in the 
morning. She’s sleepwalking through the whole process. 


| tiptoe out of the room and lock the door behind me, just in 
case. There’s no way that little munchkin is waking up 
before morning, but just in case. 


“Is this really happening?” Joshua says, as | join him back on 
the couch. 


“Are you talking about what | think you’re talking about?” 
“I think so,” he says. 


“You know | just realized. We’ve been coming together as a 
little family, but we still haven’t even kissed yet. It’s like 
we're putting the cart in front of the horse.” 


“Well, we definitely need to rectify that situation.” 


Josh’s thumb grazes my cheek before slowly moving a locket 
of hair that had fallen in front of my face, behind my ear. 


| look into his eyes and he’s looking right back. | can see 
hope in those eyes. | can see the future in those eyes. | can 
see us. 


Just the way that he looks at me tells me this guy is in it for 
the long haul. He wants me and only me, just the way that | 
could only ever want him. 


His face leans in closer and | feel the heat of his breath and 
the warmth of his skin. 


He stops just short of my lips, and my heart beats faster | 
can feel the tiny hairs on my arms stand on end. 


| can’t take it anymore. | lean in that last inch at the same 
time he does and our lips meet. 


It’s everything | expected and more. If I could just hold that 
moment forever I’d be the happiest girl on the planet. 


At least that’s what I thought until | feel his fingers run 
through my hair. 


| just want time to stand still, right like this. 


And it does. We hold our position. It’s hard to imagine such 
a big, strong man can be so gentle and sensitive. 


| don’t know if that’s his preference, or he’s doing it for me, 
but | know later things won’t be this tender. 


Not that | want them to be. The fireworks from our kiss 
continue to explode, but there’s a different kind of firework 
I’m looking forward to just as much. But not our first time. | 
want it to be slow, drawn-out, and as romantic as can be. 
Just like this. 


CHAPTER 20 


Diana 


“Clam chow-dah kissers dot com,” he says, after what was 
easily the longest, and best, kiss of my life. 


| laugh. “I didn’t even notice,” | say. 
“Me either | could only taste, feel, and smell you.” 
“And me you,” | say. 


Joshua grabs me by the waist and gently lays me on my 
back on the couch. He slides in on top of me, without 
putting his weight on me. 


He gently kisses me again and we pick up right where we 
left off, except this time roving hand’s can’t be controlled. 


| reach up and put my hands on his face. The stubble that’s 
grown during his flight is masculine and sexy. My hands 
continue down his rugged jawline and onto his shoulders. | 
grab a shoulder in each hand and can really feel just how 
wide and strong he is. He’s built like a tank. He could crush 
me if he wanted to, but he’s positioned himself so none of 
his weight is on me. | appreciate his thoughtfulness... for 
now. 


| want to feel all that power, but later. 


My hands continue as | reach for the bottom of his shirt, 
tugging at it. He leans back as he straddles me, pulling his 
shirt up and over his head as he watches me and | watch 
him... until | lose focus on those washboard abs of his. 


| reach forward and run my hands along the ridges in his 
stomach. Next time it’s laundry day | know just the 
washboard l'Il be using. 


He leans back in, kissing me, before his fingers slowly 
unbutton the buttons on my blouse...one at a time at an 
agonizingly slow pace. 


The anticipation is driving me crazy for him, and as his body 
moves just over the top of mine the bulge in his pants tells 
me he’s just as turned on by all this foreplay as | am. 


| feel his cock press against my leg as his hand cups my 
breast over the top of my bra. 


If | would have known he was going to show up today | 
would have worn something different, but as things turned 
out the white bra and panties | have on are a bit ironic, but 
make a whole lot of sense 


As his right hand squeezes and kneads my breast, his left 
hand finishes unbuttoning my blouse. | can feel the slight 
breeze as each button finds its way undone. 


When he reaches the last one, he opens my blouse before 
leaning back again to look at me. 


| feel exposed. 
“Your body is incredible,” he says. 
“| don’t think so,” | say. 


“I know so,” he says, making me feel a whole lot better and 
much more comfortable. 


| lean up a bit onto my forearms and unhook my bra from 
behind. 


“Slowly,” he says. 


| remove my bra, but keep myself covered with one forearm. 
| toss the bra to the side as | watch his pupils dilate as he 
focuses in on the size of my breasts. 


“Ever since you came over in that little white tank top that 
was struggling to contain your beautiful breasts, I’ve 
dreamed of this moment. Seeing them. Seeing you. 
Exposed in front of me.” 


| slowly move my hand away, revealing myself to him. “Was 
the wait worth it?” 


“| had incredibly high expectations,” he begins. “And 
somehow you exceeded them. You are absolutely perfect.” 


He leans back in and cups my right breast with his left hand, 
taking my nipple in his mouth. 


| run my fingers through his hair and dig my fingernails into 
his upper back. | can feel the pool forming in my panties, 
and | want him now. | want romance, but there’s no 
stopping nature. | need him. 


My hands slide around to his chest and | squeeze his pecs, 
although there’s nothing to really squeeze. He’s carved out 
of stone, without any extra fat. | run my hands along the 
outsides of his chest muscles, tracing their perimeter. 
They’re the two rock walls that guard his heart, and he’s 
about to let me in. 


| reach for his belt, and unfasten the buckle. 


| slide his zipper down and run my hands along the length of 
his shaft on the outside of his boxers. He’s so, so big. 


His hands come back and he slides his pants down without 
ever coming off me. He’s like a possessed animal coming to 
the watering hole to drink. 


He grabs at my waist and rips my pants down to my mid 
thigh, before unbuttoning my buttons. 


Before he even unbuttons the final button he lifts my legs 
high in the air, pulling off each pant leg one at a time as he 


looks at me, letting me know he’s going to take me right 
here and now 


He finishes by tossing my pants to the side before his face 
dives back into my middle, taking a big breath in as his nose 
rests against my white panties. | can feel his nose splitting 
my fold as he inhales again. 


“You smell so sweet, and feel so wet.” 


| moan at his words and the feeling on my mound. | reach 
for the sides of my panties and start to pull them down. I’ve 
barely moved them but an inch before his hands shoot up 
and finish the job for me. 


He quickly slides out of his boxers and stares down at me, 
laid out bare in front of him. 


My line of vision drops and I’m greeted with a rock hard cock 
that’s pointing due north. The head is well past his belly 
button and I can see the wetness forming at the top. 


| reach for it with one hand, but quickly realize it’s going to 
take two as | stroke him up and then down. 


His hands and body both come forward as he grabs my butt 
hard, lifting me up and off the couch. 


My hands release his dick and reach for the couch cushions, 
but they’re long gone when he pulls me up to face him as he 
kisses me hard. 


| wrap my arms around his torso as far as they'll reach, and 
still come up short. He’s just too wide and too thick. 


He slides my hair back as each of our faces continue to 
devour the other’s. 


| come up on my shins, trying to line up my opening with his 
rod, but he’s not having it and it’s driving me crazy. 


“I want you inside me,” | say. 
“Not yet,” he says. 
“| need you inside me,” | say. 


“You're making this too hard on me,” he says. “I want this to 
last.” 


“| don’t care. Right now | just want you, even just a taste,” | 
Say. 


One hand reaches underneath me and he lifts me up and 
positions me right where | need to be. 


His hand moves away and | relax my legs, sliding right down 
his pole feeling the sensation along my walls, before his tip 
finds my spot and my head flies back in ecstasy. 


“Aaah!” | say. It’s a mix of pleasure and pain. He’s just so 
big, but it hurts so good. 


He grabs me by the waist and lifts me up, my walls feeling 
the void as his cock is pulled away. 


My pussy creates a vacuum, and empty tunnel as my body 
moves upward. 


He stops just at the tip, never leaving me completely empty, 
before ever so slowly lowering me down his shaft, filling me 
again and making everything right. 


My arm starts to twitch and my eyes close. | can’t believe 
I’m this close already. 


His fingers dig deeper into my waist as he moves me up and 
down, increasing the speed and friction with which his cock 
splits me open. 


Seconds later I’m a rag doll, getting thrown around left, 
right, and center as my mind goes blank and | see a bright 


light...and then the dam breaks and | explode on him. 


| feel the sensation as everything leaves me and my entire 
body convulses. 


“I’m cumming,” | say. 


“I'm gonna bust,” he says, and just as the last of my river 
flows from me, I’m filled up again by a volcano exploding 
inside me. 


| feel his warm load enter deep inside me and my eyes shoot 
open. | feel my entire body change, physically, spiritually, 
and completely. 


It’s like | had never fully experienced life until now. 


| look into his eyes and see the narrowed focus of his look, 
just before his eyes close completely and a second eruption 
fills me even fuller 


I’ve given myself to him completely, and he to me. 


A good thirty seconds pass as | try and catch my breath to 
no avail. His eyes open slowly before he kisses me suddenly. 


“Do that again?” he says. 
“Do you need a minute?” 


“No. That was just the first of many, and as you can feel I’m 
still hard for you.” 


He’s right. His length and girth are still stretching me as 
much as before. The only difference is his seed is deep 
inside me, joining his cock. 


I’m still wet as he begins sliding me up and down on his pole 
again, before flipping me over in acrobatic fashion. 


| bury my head in the pillow and feel his hand come down 
firmly on my ass. 


He quickly takes me by the hips, lifting my midsection off 
the couch as he slowly slides inside me. Somehow it’s even 
deeper than before. 


| bite down on the fabric as he slaps me again, and | realize 
this is going to be a night I will never forget. 


CHAPTER 21 


Diana 
One week later 
The past week had been pure bliss. 


We'd made Boston our base while we traveled to New York 
City and also Philadelphia. By day Brianna got the kind of 
education she could never get just by being in a classroom. 


And by night a different kind of school was in session. | got 
schooled in the many different kinds of ways a man can 
please a woman, not only physically, but emotionally and 
mentally as well. 


Joshua touched places deep within me. Places | didn’t even 
know existed. 


After a long day of exploring Brianna would pass out with 
Joshua carrying her off to bed. We’d lock her door and then 
explore each other physically all night long. 


On the road Joshua splurged for some of the nicest hotels I’d 
ever seen, let alone been in. | insisted we didn’t need 
something so extravagant, but he wouldn’t take no for an 
answer. He said he’d worked hard his entire life. Now it was 
time to enjoy the fruits of his labor. 


But one thing | certainly wasn’t going to enjoy was 
confronting my dad. 


The plane touched down at LAX, and as we made the ride 
back home the joy of the last week turned into the anxiety 
of dealing with the reality of the situation. 


Joshua had promised me he’d handle everything. That 
didn’t mean it was going to be easy, but at least it was nice 


to know he was going to be the man and confront my dad 
about everything. Of course I’d have to speak with him as 
well, but it was nice to know he wasn’t throwing me right 
into the fire, head first. 


The driver pulled up to Joshua’s house. 
“Go time,” Joshua said. 


He must have seen the worry on my face. “Don’t worry. I’ve 
got this,” he said as he let Brianna and | into the house and 
then walked over to my house. The house I'd lived in my 
entire life, but | knew | wouldn’t be spending much more 
time there anymore. 


| tried to play games with Brianna to pass the time, but my 
mind was definitely next-door. 


“What’s wrong, Diana?” she said on a couple occasions. 


The tender sound of her voice showed me just how 
observant she was, and just how much she cared. 


And the amount and ways I|’d come to care about her were 
infinite She’d grown on me since we first met, and the only 
person | liked spending time with more was Joshua. Even 
better was when the three of us spent time together. 


Sometimes things just work out, and when one door closes 
another one opens. | was already falling for Joshua and 
Brianna before | got my lab results back. | fell for them so 
hard | ran away. | wanted to protect them, from me. 


When Joshua showed me none of that mattered it changed 
my entire way of thinking. Knowing now that | already have 
the best child ever in my life made the lab results a distant 
memory. It also didn’t hurt that Joshua was open to adopt. | 
could have my cake and eat it too. 


But those things were well into the future. | still hadn’t 
heard anything in regards to how the meeting between 
Joshua and dad was going. 


Seconds were turning into minutes, and minutes into an 
entire hour | needed to keep busy and showing Brianna 
how to make my favorite double chocolate layer cake 
seemed like a fresh alternative to playing more games. 


One person who certainly wasn’t playing games was my 
dad. He was no-nonsense and I can only image what must 
be going on next door. 


Just as | began looking for the ingredients for the cake, and 
realizing Joshua had less than a third of them, he came in 
through the front door 


“Hey,” he says. 


“Hey,” I say. His emotions aren't giving away anything. He’s 
not making this any easier right now. 


“Where's Brianna?” 

“She ran upstairs.” 

“Can you go next door with me?” Joshua asks. 
“You spoke with my dad?” 

“Yeah, but I think it’s better if we all speak now.” 
“Is everything okay?” 


Joshua moves closer and wraps me up in a hug. “Hey there, 
Little Bear Big Bear has everything under control. 
Everything will be fine.” 


“Will be fine?” 


“Is fine. We just need to sit together first.” 


Brianna enters the room, and Joshua extends his hand to her 
to come join us. 


“Want to go over to Uncle Dave’s house?” he asks. 
“Okay,” she says. 


We release our hug and with Brianna holding two fingers of 
his one hand, and me holding the other hand, we walk 
towards the door. 


It’s time to see my father again, and let him know that 
although l'Il always be daddy’s little girl, it’s time this book 
called my life begins a new chapter. 


CHAPTER 22 


Diana 


My dad is a stone as he watches us from the front step. He 
steps aside as we cross the threshold. | never felt so weird 
entering my own home. 


| sit down on the couch with Joshua and Brianna. My dad is 
across from us in his favorite chair. 


| notice that although there were other places | could have 
sat, | subconsciously choose to be with Joshua and Brianna. 
The fact that we’re a team is just so natural to me now. 


My dad looks across the coffee table at me with eyes that 
long for older times. 


“Diana,” he begins. 


| say nothing. Not because | don’t want to, but because | 
can’t. My body is frozen by the weirdness of the situation. | 
feel like a stranger in my own home. | think my dad can feel 
it too. 


“Sweetheart, things have been different since your mother 
passed. When she left us you became all | have left. You 
remind me more and more of her each day. | see a lot of her 
in you, and it took Joshua sitting me down to realize that 
right now.” 


| nod my head and try and hold back the tear that’s forming 
in the corner of my eye. It’s no use. 


“But Joshua also reminded me that that doesn’t have to 
change. You'll always still be here.” 


| see my dad’s bottom lip start to quiver and it takes 
everything | have to hold myself together. 


“Over this past week I’ve had a lot of time to think things 
over There was an age difference between your mother and 
|. It was only a couple years, so it doesn’t sound like much 
now, but at the time it caused some problems with her 
family when we first started going out. We married when we 
were both really young, and we had one heck of a ride. And 
that ride’s not over. I still feel her presence and think of her 
every day. And the more I thought about it the more | 
realized you do too. You saw how well we got along and 
realized that real love knows no limits. At least that’s what | 
think...that you learned that by watching us. Maybe I’m 
wrong. Maybe l'm right, but it doesn’t really matter What 
does matter is the way Joshua feels about you. | can see it 
when he speaks about you, and | Know he’s going to do 
everything for you. He’s always going to put you first.” 


My dad pauses as the quivering lower lip picks up its pace. 


“And that’s exactly where my little girl belongs. In first 
place.” 


| jump up from the couch and my dad does the same. We 
hurriedly try to clear the edge of the coffee table and meet 
half way, in a big father daughter hug. 


“Promise me you'll come and visit,” he says. 
“| promise,” | say in between sobs. 
“It’s easy. You'll be right next door,” Brianna says. 


“Yeah,” | say, wiping away the tears. “Just next door.” | turn 
to look at Brianna who seems oblivious to everything. She’s 
just smiling away as she kicks her feet forward and back... 
her legs too short to touch the floor from her position on the 
couch. 


| feel my dad’s hands and arms squeeze me tighter again, 
and | hug him with everything I’ve got. 


“I'm sorry if | made you cry,” my dad says. 
“It’s okay,” | say. 


| feel my dad’s hug loosen and | look up to him. He motions 
with his head towards Joshua. 


| give my dad a kiss on the cheek and turn, heading back 
towards the couch. 


| can feel myself crossing the threshold, both figuratively 
and literally The moment I’m across to the other side of the 
coffee table it’s like one part of my life has ended, and 
another has begun. 


And I'm ready for the next chapter At least | thought | was 
until what happens next. 


CHAPTER 23 


Joshua 


Before Diana has a chance to sit down, I’m already ona 
knee. 


She’s still wiping the tears away from the moment she 
shared with her father, and what I’m about to do will likely 
open the floodgates. 


Only tears of joy though. Those are the only tears l'Il ever 
make her cry. 


“Diana,” | begin. | take her hand and | can feel her shaking. 
For the rest of my life whenever | feel that uneasiness in her 
| want to be the one who puts her at ease. And that starts 
with right now. 


“We've known each other for a very long time, but it’s only 
recently that we’ve really had the chance to get to know 
each other on a deeper level. Even though we're still 
getting to know each other, there’s one thing | already know 
with absolute certainty. | know you’re the one for me. You 
came into my life and now everything makes sense. You're 
like the final puzzle piece that’s been nowhere to be found 
for years, and then suddenly one day there you are right 
next to me the entire time. And finding you after all these 
years makes everything right...everything complete. And I'd 
wait all those years again a million times over if at the end 
of that journey is you. And now that I’ve completed my 
individual journey, | want nothing more than to take another 
kind of journey...a journey together for eternity.” 


In my other hand | open the little black box that contains the 
symbol of just how much | love this woman. 


“Will you do me the honor of being my soul mate now and 
forever? Will you marry me?” 


Diana’s hand leaves mine and both of her hands move to her 
face and cover her mouth. 


“Oh my god. Yes! Yes! Yes!” she says. 


| reach for her hand again, and she extends it. | slowly slide 
the seven-carat diamond ring down her beautiful ring 
finger It was bare before, but by placing my ring on her 
hand I’m telling the world she’s mine forever. 


“It’s a perfect fit!” she says. 

“Just like you,” | say. 

She reaches for my face and pulls me up towards her. 
“| love you,” she says. 

“| love you,” | say. 


We've had a lot of kisses already, but none feels as good as 
this one. 


“Yay!” Brianna says, as she begins clapping. Her feet are 
kicking back and forth even faster than before. 


Her claps are light and fast, but soon are joined by a slower, 
heavier clap. | look over Diana’s shoulder and see her dad 
putting his hands together for us. He’s smiling. 


At that moment I realize everything is completely perfect for 
everyone, but | have to admit... things are best for me. 


| just got the woman of my dreams, and she’s mine forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Diana 
Two years later 


| reach up with a wet wipe and rub the Popsicle off from 
around the outside of Brian’s mouth. 


“Can | have another one, mom?” 
l'II never get tired of being called that. Mom. 
“Yes, but only because we're on vacation.” 


Brian reaches into the cooler and picks out another 
Popsicle. He chooses green this time. | can’t wait to see 
how his tongue’s going to look now. It’s currently brighter 
red than a stop sign, thanks to the first Popsicle. 


“Can you pass me one, buddy?” Joshua says. 

“Sure, dad. What color?” 

“Let’s go with blue, to match the color of the ocean.” 
Brian digs for a blue one and then hands it to Joshua. 
“Thanks.” 


Brian digs out another and then takes off running, forgetting 
to close the cooler. 


“That little bugger” I say “I told him only one.” 
“Watch,” Joshua says. 


Brian reaches the waterline and quickly presents one of the 
Popsicles to Brianna. My heart about melts. 


“What a sweetheart.” 


“He’s looking out for his sister Just like we asked him.” 


“Just like you look after me,” | say, extending my hand from 
my beach chair towards Joshua. He takes my hand in his 
and looks over at me and smiles. 


Life is great, and has only got better since we adopted Brian. 


He’s been the perfect brother to Brianna. They’re in the 
Same grade so he’s able to keep an eye on her during the 
day. It’s not that anyone would give her any troubles, she’s 
a great kid, but if anything did happen it’s nice to know 
Brian’s there to have her back. 


And speaking of backs, that’s where | plan on spending my 
time on this weekend getaway. 


It’s nice to be able to take a quick flight down to Mexico for 
the weekend, and it couldn’t have come at a better time. 


After Joshua sold his business he had a lot of free time on his 
hands. Never one to sit around, he shocked everyone and 
decided to run for mayor. 


| would say everyone, but | can’t really Nothing he does 
shocks me. 


Just like | wasn’t even surprised when he ousted the 
incumbent and won. 


And this is our little victory time off before the real work 
starts. 


Never in a million years when I was studying did | think I'd 
put the skills | learned to use as a political campaign 
manager Surprisingly it was a lot of fun. A lot different 
than watching House of Cards, but fun all the same. 


But nothing brought me as much fun as spending time with 
our growing family. 


After we got engaged Joshua explained to me how his 
Bitcoin operation worked. At least he tried. 


| didn’t really understand the whole computer money thing, 
but what | did understand was that he’d taken that 
computer money and turned it into real money. 


A whole lot of money. 


And as nice as it was to have money, we really didn’t use it 
to buy nice things. Sure, we spent some on Joshua’s 
Campaign, and on a lot on traveling at first. 


But not material things. We may be billionaires, and it’s 
crazy just to think that, but we used the money on family 
experiences...not material things. 


And of course we invested in the kids. Our kids. We wanted 
them to have the kind of education and experiences that 
couldn’t be taught in classrooms. 


And not just our kids, but other kids as well. 


Now that the campaign was over, Joshua was going to get to 
work on making our city a better place. 


And we hadn't told anyone yet, but | was going to get to 
work on making our city a better place for kids from all over 
the country. 


We wanted to provide services for kids in need. | Knew what 
it was like to lose a parent. Brianna and Brian knew as well. 


| wanted to help others, and show them that there’s a 
happily ever after out there for all of us, no matter what. 


Sometimes it’s even right where you'd least expect it, like 
just next-door. 


Joshua always reminds me how much his life improved that 
day | showed up on his doorstep. 


As much as he thinks he won out that day, | know | got the 
better end of the deal. 


But that’s why we work so well together We both know we 
won everything, when we won each other's hearts. 


And that’s what | want to share with others. No matter your 
circumstances, if you can surround yourself with caring, 
positive people then change is possible. Improvement 
might come in baby steps, but it will come. 


And speaking of baby steps I’m planning on bringing up the 
idea to Brian that we adopt a baby. It was always my dream 
to have one, and even though we couldn’t do it on our own, 
we could do it with some help. 


| know Joshua is a great listener and will give it serious 
consideration. He loves kids just as much as I do. | just 
want to give us some time to relax this weekend, before | go 
and start trying to make our family grow even bigger... 
again. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Joshua 
One year later 
“J5,” Brianna says. 
| look down at my Battleship board. “Hit,” | say. 


Diana and Brianna look at each other and pause... before 
bursting out laughing. 


“A4,” | say. 

“Miss!” Brianna says. 

“J4,” Diana says. 

“Hit,” | say. This is not looking good for Brian and l. 


Our family had come up with a plan. Brian and | were on the 
fence about adopting a baby. Brianna and Diana were 
totally for it. We decided the only fair way to choose which 
direction to take was to play a board game. 


If the boys won, we could decide whether or not our family 
would adopt. 


If the girls won the adoption was guaranteed, and here’s the 
kicker...they also got to pick the sex of the child. 


We wrote down the names of all the board games we had on 
a piece of paper and put them in a hat. We shuffled them up 
and Battleship is what came out. 


“C9,” Brian says. 


“Miss,” Diana says. 


“16,” Brianna guesses. But why would she guess that? She 
knows | have one battleship running vertically in the J 
column. Now she goes off and guesses horizontally. It 
makes no sense, except it does. 


“Hit,” | say. “How in the world did you know to guess that?” 


Brianna and Diana grab each other’s forearms and literally 
lay back and start rolling on the floor laughing. 


If Brian and | don’t get the ship righted, no pun intended, 
this game is going to be over fast. 


A full minute passes and the girls are still laughing. 
“OK. What’s going on?” | ask. 


“| have to be honest,” Diana says, wiping the tear from her 
eye. She’s literally laughing that hard. “When we drew the 
Battleship game | knew we were going to win.” 


“What makes you say that? I’m the king of this game. | 
used to play it all the time.” 


“That’s why | knew why we were going to win.” Diana’s 
takes a drink of water after all that laughing. “You used to 
come over and play my dad every chance you got. One 
night when | went to say goodnight to my dad, you guys 
were playing. My dad excused himself and went upstairs 
with me to tuck mein. | asked him about your game and he 
told me he could beat you in five minutes if he wanted to. | 
asked him why, and he said you always put your ships ina J 
pattern on the board... usually the back of the J is lined up 
along one of the edges. If you’re feeling really frisky you do 
the J backwards, but either way...it’s always a J.” 


“Wait. | never told him that!” 


“Dad,” Brian says, motioning with his head towards our 
arrangement of battleships. 


“You're cheating,” | say to the girls. 


“We're not cheating, and you’re right... you never told him 
that. You’re just predictable. Isn’t that a downfall in battle?” 


“But—” | begin. 
“And | have to let you in on another Battleship secret.” 
“There’s more?” 


“So many more,” she jokes. “But just one in particular. 
Remember that first time | came over and whispered 
something in Brianna’s ear?” 


“How could | forget.” 
“That’s exactly what I told her.” 


“So after all these years | finally figure out what was said 
that night.” 


“That’s it, dad,” Brianna says. 


“All my attempts to make you laugh and that was all it 
took?” 


“It was cute,” Brianna says. “Guys always put their names 
on everything. They have to claim things, take ownership, 
all those manly things.” 


“Wait a minute. Honey, you whispered to Brianna twice that 
night.” 


“| sure did.” 
“What was the second thing you said to her?” 


Diana bites her tongue, before her expression changes to a 
why the heck not look. 


“I told her that you don’t think anybody noticed your J 
pattern.” 


“This story just gets better and better doesn’t it,” | say 
sarcastically. 


“My dad told me the next morning he picked up on it about 
the third or fourth time the two of you played. He just 
pretended not to know in case one day you guys made a bet 
onagame. That way he could beat you and win some of 
your money. But just a friendly wager of course... something 
like who pays for pizza. That and he just wanted to relax, so 
knowing what not to guess made the game last longer, 
which gave him more time to unwind after a long day at 
work.” 


“Well, I'll be,” | say. 


“Don’t be mad, dad,” Brianna says, as she uncrosses her legs 
and gets off the floor, coming around to our side of the table. 


“What are you doing? You're going to see our ships.” 


“Come on. | already know where they all are,” she says, as 
she hugs me. “And just think, if it wasn’t for this silly little 
story we may have never become the family we are today.” 


“Or the family we’re about to come,” Diana says. She winks 
at me. “So there’s Brianna and Diana so far. Both end in 
ana and we skip every other letter in the alphabet.” 


“Maybe Fiona,” Brianna says. The ending is ona instead of 
ana, but we can mix things up a little. We wouldn’t want to 
be...too predictable after all.” 


| grab her with one hand and tickle her with the other. 


“Dad!” she yells, as | tickle her good. 


It’s just another thing | love about my family. Even when I’m 
the butt of the joke, and even when | lose, | always win. 


I’ve got an amazing son, and amazing daughter, and it’s all 
because of my amazing wife. There’s nothing I'd like more 
than to welcome another addition to our always exciting 
home. 


“If the girls get another girl, then | want to get a dog,” Brian 
says. 


“That’s right!” | say, pretending to be in charge. “The boys 
are getting a dog! And we'll name it whatever we want.” 


“Maybe BJ, dad? It would be a good way for both of you to 
put one of your initials in the name.” 


“Now you’re really gonna get it!” I say. | pin Brianna’s hands 
over her head while Brian tickles her relentlessly. 


Diana pulls out her phone and starts recording a video. “We 
may never finish movies, and we rarely finish board games, 
but it’s only because we’re always too busy having too much 
fun with each other,” she says, as she talks over the video. 


| love that she’s recording this so we can go back and watch 
it later Our family may not make it all the way through 
most of the movies we start, but | know for sure we'll all 
want to watch one of our classic family moments together 
again and again and again. 


And once we welcome a baby girl into our life there’s going 
to be a lot more memories to be made. 


Just our little family having fun together...like always and 
forever. 
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